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Author's Notes: 

This has been swirling around my mind for a while now. While James and Jason and Dave and David are two of 
my OTPs, | have always loved the idea of James and David together and after also becoming more familiar 
with the brilliant Dave and Jason fics around | just had to write it out for all of them. Honestly, | find that my 


favorite fics of mine are really self-indulgent. | really hope y'all enjoy this as much as | did ~ 


Set in ~1989 


"So basically, you want to wife-swap us?" David asked, unable to keep the sour puss of disbelief and growing 
anger off his face. What seemed like five minutes after Dave and James "rekindled" whatever they considered 
friendship and James wants to "take Junior out" and Dave is looking Jason up and down like he's stripping him in 
his mind. 


Before either Dave or James could clarify--although there was no need, David thought, it was all abundantly, 
ludicrously clear--Jason asked, arms crossed over his chest as he tapped his foot beneath the table, "Don't 


we get any say in this?" 


James was quick to throw an arm over his shoulders and pull him in close. "Of course you do, Jase," he said in 
a low, gentle rumble, as if he were trying to seduce him into the idea. David really didn't understand why--why 
would anyone want to send their partners off with anyone else, friend or otherwise? He shot a glare at Dave, 
who still looked determined to make it happen, despite his possessive streak over David that had blossomed 
years ago and continued to thrive. 


Dave nudged David's foot underneath the table. "James told me he's always had a crush on ya, Junior." 


David's glare morphed to a look of incredulousness, first directed at Dave, then he turned to look at Jason, 
who mirrored the confusion still, then finally to James. James caught his eye, confident as he straightened 
himself up in the seat, arm still around Jason, and flashed a smile of white. David had always thought he was 
good-looking, especially as he got older--so tall, fiercely strong, long, sweat-streaked blonde hair whipping 
around on stage, those cool blue eyes, and that voice. David remembered one day a couple years prior when 
Dave flew into a fury when he found David reclining, eyes closed as he listened to James growling through the 
speakers, apparently with one hand gently rubbing over his crotch. 


David didn't remember that part and stuck to his story that his hand was merely resting there. Who could 


remember reality considering the shit they were both on? 


Jason shot a death glare at James and, quite dramatically, raised his thighs and moved his chair further away 


from him. 


"Jesus, Jase," James groaned, reaching out one long arm to tug on the back of the chair, jostling his bassist. "If 


you don't wanna, it's fine, just say so." 


Jason's eyes flicked down and David watched his lips twist a bit in thought before he looked back up, first at 


Dave, then at James: "What would we do?" 


"Whatever you want," Dave said, snaking his upper body down across the table to leer at him. David huffed and 
leaned back, crossing his arms, James noticed, raising his eyebrows while offering what David supposed could 


have been sympathetic regard. 


"It doesn't seem like they're into it, Dave," James concluded, clasping his hand over Jason's shoulder. "It's 


alright." 


In the second that was spared before Dave undoubtedly went to object, David studied James again as best he 
could. Okay, he could deduce that James was, in fact, hot and David had, in fact, thought that for a while. If he 
wasn't going to be forced into anything, he could imagine going out with James..it might actually be fun. If 
anything, he could talk shit about his own boyfriend and it would work in his favor, even if James and Dave 


claimed to have reconciled. 


He didn't know what Jason was thinking, though. And what the hell? When had Dave ever been interested in 
Jason? He'd never said anything to David about it. Maybe he just had a thing for bassists, which made David 


feel small for a moment until he caught James staring at him again. 


"Ill do it," David announced. Dave turned his head, looking both surprised and proud; Jason furrowed his brow 
but said nothing; the smile that stretched across James’ face was so big it was almost absurd. 


"That's my boy," Dave purred, wrapping his arms around David and kissing his cheek. 


David rolled his eyes. "You're so fucking weird, Dave." He grabbed one of his wrists to still him: "And | don't like 
that you talked about this with James behind my back And Jason's." 


"Yeah, what the hell?" Jason chimed in and gave a sideways kick to James’ ankle. "Not cool, man." 


Dave continued to paw at David, toying with his hair and petting him over his clothes. "We're talking about 


it now, you idiots." 


James rested his chin on Jason's shoulder. "If you don't want to, we won't. No one will, okay?" 


David swore he could see Jason get swept up in James' eyes and that ridiculous pout; there was no doubt 
about it when James gave him the quickest, lightest kiss on his nose and Jason laughed silently, shoulders 
shaking. He looked at Dave again: "When are we doing this?" 


"Whenever you want," Dave said, ducking beneath David's hair to nip his earlobe, although the silent matter of 
very, very soon hung in the air--its not like the two bands were often able to run into each other for 


prolonged periods. David was already expecting this to happen tomorrow. "That alright with you, Junior?" 


David purposefully huffed again, smirking a little when that prompted Dave to give him more kisses and 
nuzzles. Damn. Was it sad that swapping partners was making Dave so affectionate and was it even sadder that 


David was enjoying it? 


"This'll be fun," James said, twirling a strand of Jason's hair through his fingers as his eyes moved to David 


For the rest of the night, David couldn't get Dave off him, literally. He was wrapped around his back, clinging to 
him as much as he could; assaulting him with kisses to his face; playing with his hair, groping his butt, 


skimming his fingers over David's sides and legs any chance he got. 


"You're an asshole, Dave," David announced to his still-not-listening boyfriend as he crawled into bed in the 
dark, not bothering to wait for Dave to join him. 


He did anyway, of course, creeping over the covers like a cat and then tucking himself right in next to David, 
turning them on their sides To spoon him. "You really think that, Junior?" 


"Yeah, | really think that." 


Dave's right hand smoothed down David's stomach. "| saw how you looked at him," he said quietly right next to 
his ear, and that hand slipped underneath David's briefs. "If you really didn't want to, you would've told me no." 


David turned his head so their noses were almost touching. "What if | just said ‘yes' to get back at you? Do 
something that'll piss you off?" 


Dave's hand only went further, fingers wrapping around his dick which was, a little to David's dismay, getting a 
little hard. "You can do whatever you want," he said, starting to stroke. "Anything James can do, | can do 


better. So just have fun" 


David scoffed but his breath hitched as Dave's expert fingers stroked him harder. He almost gave in entirely 
before remembering the other bassist that Dave apparently wanted to fuck. "What about Jason?" 


"What about him?" 


David rolled his eyes as Dave rolled his balls. "You wanna fuck him?" 


"Dunno. Maybe." Dave gently bit down on David's shoulder before adding, "Haven't thought about it that much." 


David mustered the strength to roll over and shove Dave back, straddling him. "Liar." 


Dave merely placed his hands behind his head and settled back into the bed; David was glad he couldn't really 
see much of his expression in the dark "No, I'm not lying. James was the one who came up with this whole 
thing." When David only balked in the cover of the night, silent with his thighs clamped around Dave's hips, 
Dave added, "He didn't really tell me straight that he has some sort of fuckin’ crush on you, but when we 
started talking, he kept gushing about you. It was ridiculous." 


David couldn't help but be flattered. "Really?" 


"Yes, really. Imagine that." 


David pinched one of Dave's nipples hard. "Why is that hard to imagine?" 


"Its not," Dave croaked, grabbing David's wrist. "You're fuckin’ hot. | just figured--being rivals and all--" 


David rolled his eyes. "That's elementary shit, Dave." He bent down and hovered his lips above Dave's. "I'm just 
glad you two are getting over it. But | still don't get it. Why would you want me to be with someone else?" 
With the thoughts suddenly piling up in his head again, David pulled himself back and asked, "Are you bored? Is 
that why you're going along with this?" 


"Don't be stupid, I'm not bored," Dave groused and wrapped his arms around David. "| just know you'd never 
leave me, at least not for fuckin’ Hetfield" 


"Should | be worried you'd leave me?" 


Dave laughed a little. "Fuck no." He kissed David's jaw. "We've been through it all, baby.’ 


David relaxed, slumping down against Dave and letting him kiss his neck. "So you're not gonna leave me for 


Metallica?" 


"Pfft" Dave licked David's throat. "| need you, Junior. | always have." 


David smiled. "You always will." 


"Probably," Dave agreed and snaked an arm down David's back, hand grabbing his ass. "Now let me show you." 


David dressed up for the date. Well, sort of--an actually clean pair of jeans, a freshly washed t-shirt. If 
James already liked how he looked, why change it? The blue jeans were tight enough to make Dave question 
how David could even breathe in them, clinging taut over his thighs and ass, and the t-shirt was just shrunken 
enough to skim the waistband, showing off a tiny bit of tan midriff if he moved just right. Dave looked good 
too, all fresh and clean for his date with Jason; he'd washed his hair with some new shampoo and those 


cascading red waves smelled delicately sweet and rich when David held him and kissed him. 


It felt weird, like they were going to be separated until who knew when, when they were really just going to be 
apart for an afternoon. And evening. And, David theorized, night. What lay ahead for him--and Jason--was a 
total mystery, but he figured James had something planned. If he'd been crushing on David for as long as Dave 


made it out to sound like, he couldn't imagine James diving in with no plan at all. 


David was right, James did have a plan, and it was both so cliche and so on-point that he had to feel flattered 
by being seen. He'd said, "We'll get ice cream and go for a walk" but what he meant was he would take David to 
this outrageously fancy milkshake place on the seaside and, he proposed, walk along the beach after. David 
wasn't even aware of this fancy milkshake place, so unaware of it he wondered if James had magically 
constructed it somehow. But really, he realized, it was just because he'd been so holed up in his own little 
world with Megadeth for so long--touring, hotels, buses, take-out, drugs, booze. It was no real wonder that he 
had very little idea of what was going on in the place he had started to call "home." 


David's milkshake was as big as his head and a decadent mix of coffee and dark chocolate ice cream, blended 
thick, swirled with caramel and fudge sauce and topped with a heap of whipped cream, chocolate sprinkles, 
cacao nibs and a cherry, James’ selection for himself was much simpler, with a very modest-in-comparison 
looking peanut butter-chocolate milkshake, also topped with whipped cream and a cherry and David thought 
James actually looked sort of cute holding it in his huge hand. 


"You want mine?" he asked David, plucking the cherry stem between his fingers and dangling it out in front of 
him, simultaneously keeping the door to the shop propped open with his hip, letting David out. 


"You don't like cherries?" David asked, taking it from him and immediately popping it into his mouth, letting the 
stem drag between his teeth as he pulled it out. 


"Maybe I'd rather see what you can do with that stem." 


David rolled his eyes. "Ha-ha, James Hetfield. So funny." Despite his snark, he felt a little coil of nerves come 
alive inside himself when James stepped beside him, their bodies almost touching. Jesus, the guy was fall David 
snuck a look from the side, sipping on his milkshake, a little, annoying voice in the back of his mind wondering 


what James would look like with a mustache just a little bit covered in whipped cream... 


He couldn't forget his manners, though. David swallowed and tried to make eye contact as they walked, James 
taking the lead despite being a relative stranger in the land. "Thanks for the milkshake. You really didn't need to 
pay," he said and, after a beat, added, "It's not like this is a real date or anything.” 


James quickly turned his head, lips wrapped around the blue straw before he spoke: "Why not?" 


David shrugged, going in for another sip. It really was good. Damn. He'd have to drag Dave there sometime. 


“Because we're not dating.” 


"No, but this can still be a date." James looked down, almost looking like a teenager who'd just had his first 
rejection. "Unless you don't want it to be." 


David had to laugh. "You and Dave are insane." 
"Why is it insane to want to spend time with you?" 


"Okay, god, maybe ‘insane’ is too strong a word but | think it's weird" When James still looked dejected, David 


went on: "| mean, aren't you worried about what Dave and Jason are up to?" 
James snorted. "Jason can take care of himself. Dave wouldn't touch him anyway.” 


David was starting to get frustrated. Was he really the only one who thought the whole arrangement was 
fucking weird? "Not hurt Jason, but you're okay with him and Dave like..doing stuff?" 


James chuckled. "Fucking: You can say it, David. ‘Fucking. 


David scrunched his nose up and took another drink, shutting up with the aid of his milkshake. Perhaps it really 
wasn't worth the energy to talk about it. Dave wanted him to have fun and James really did want to hang 
out--or fuck--so he tried to breathe in the smell of salt and sea, consciously feel the early evening sun on 


his skin and listen to the muffled, mish-mosh chatter and squawking of gulls around him. 


"You wanna walk on the shore or something?" James asked, bringing David out of his still-confused daze, 
coercing him into eye contact again. Those blue eyes were soft in the slightly hazy, warm sunlight and almost 
matched the top of the sky, the blue still untouched by the growing sunset. David felt helpless in that gaze, 
and so they walked. 


It was a shorter walk--James seemed intent on actually talking, not just coasting, and the shrieks of children, 
yapping of adults, gulls and lapping waves seemed to interfere with that, so eventually James steered them in 
the direction of a picnic table on the grass. He let David sit on the side facing the ocean and David drank in 
that view before the mighty Hetfield settled down in front of him, the light behind him like a ridiculous sort of 


halo above his golden hair. 


"You're almost done," James noted with a nod at David's milkshake. "I knew you liked sweets, but damn" 


For good measure David slurped the rest of the shake up in one go. "I'd never waste something as expensive 
and as decadent as that" 


"Well, besides the milkshake, you're still a pretty cheap date," James said, a grin on his lips before his face 


shifted to a more serious expression. "Did you want to do anything else? Dinner?" 


David leaned back and patted his stomach. "No way. Can't" When James let his question linger there, David 
remembered what he was reallybeing asked. He looked down, off to the side, to look at the green grass dotted 
with a billion tiny white specks of sand, then took a shot: "Do you--do you wanna kiss me?" 


When David looked up, James looked utterly elated. David only had a couple seconds to reflect on what they 
were doing while James’ long body arched over the table and closed the space between them, and then he felt 
a strong hand delicately holding his jaw, a slight brush of a surprisingly soft mustache on his upper lip, and 
then their mouths were connected. It didn't last long, but when James pulled back and sat back down, he looked 
like he'd just touched the sky; David wasn't sure how he looked beyond feeling his cheeks burning. He hoped he 
still looked kissable because, honestly, that wasn't bad. 


There was a heavy pause between them before James said, the blush across his cheeks somewhat endearing, 


"| get why Dave is all over you all the time now. All that sugar makes you sweet" 


It was silly enough for David to earnestly laugh. 


The crisp, stark cold of the hotel room was a jolting change from the hot night air David and James had been 
roaming around in, and the change made the hair on David's forearms perk up and his spine tingle. He felt 
tingling move up and down his spine then outwards, tiny sparks filtering through his whole body, as James 
kicked off his boots and went to the mini bar, moseying around as if this was all a perfectly normal situation 
David would have never thought he'd be alone with James, in a surprisingly tidy and clean hotel room 


overlooking the city, having a beer handed to him as the thought of, were going fo fuck floated behind his eyes. 


He didn’t really like it but, as their "date" had gone on, David did feel.something for James. Desire, maybe, 
curiosity, definitely. His knowledge of James had been muddled and skewed by the media and by Dave and he 
never felt like he'd been able to come to any sort of his own definitive conclusion about the man. But from 
their date, he liked him--James was funnier than he realized, soft-spoken when he wanted to be, gently 
charming and a really, really good listener. As much as David loved Dave, sometimes it was hard to keep him 
on a single track. 


Drinking half the beer in a couple of seconds helped to calm some of the nerves and David kicked off his own 
shoes, took another sip, and followed James to the big window, the wall of darkness interrupted by multicolored 
city and traffic lights. David couldn't hear the traffic--he could still hear the waves of the ocean, those dulled 
by the sound of his own heartbeat. 


"You know," James started to say, still focused on the outside world. "We don't have to do anything. We can 


just drink, chill--whatever you want." 


Chocolate and beer were two pretty good ways to get to David's heart. He took a final lingering sip of the 
beer, set the bottle down on the window ledge, and pressed himself against James’ side; he waited for James 
to turn and look at him, then David arched up and kissed him. It was a little sloppy, mostly just making contact 
with James’ bottom lip, but James turned completely, held his hands up to David's face and molded their lips 
together properly. Fuck, he was a good kisser! David leaned into the gentle touches on his face and then their 
tongues met, giving him the chance to taste the beer and sugar and salt in James’ mouth; Jason had chosen 


well, clearly. The kisses were stealing David's breath away, literally. 


They just didn't stop kissing. Only to quickly strip each other down did the kisses ever pause but, as soon as 
one piece of clothing was removed, they'd go at each other again, repeating the process until, still somewhat to 
David's disbelief, he and James were naked, with David sitting against the headboard and James bent between 
his legs. 


James held the side of David's neck, making his lips even more swollen with more kisses, from his mouth to his 
jaw and to his neck; David freed a little moan, like he was worried that somewhere, wherever Dave was, his 
actual boyfriend would hear him. But James’ lips and even that mustache rasping over his throat felt so good; 
that alone was getting him harder by the second. 


"Tell me what you want," James said against David's jugular, not like a command, more like a plea. 

‘|--um--" It was hard for David to think now that he was in the thick of it all. James' bare skin draped over 
his own, that big, hard cock pressing against his hip, and the deep, warm musky scent floating in the room 
were very distracting. 

James licked his way over to David's collarbone. "Would Dave be upset if | gave you hickies?" 

David huffed out a breath, hands traveling to snake through James’ hair. "He said | could do whatever | want." 
"You want me to?" 

David hesitated for a moment but another swipe of tongue across his collarbone sealed the deal: "Yeah." 
David could feel James smile against his skin, then hard teeth were sucking up against the side of his neck, 
warm lips closing in with the tongue following, and he felt James inhale sharply as he did indeed draw a rice, 
hot, searing hickey into David's neck. David gave up his decorum, letting an actual moan drift from between his 
lips, and twisted his fingers into James’ hair; James didn't stop, he moved over to a new spot to sear in 


another mark, while he reached between them and wrapped his fingers around David's cock, hard and leaking 


the littlest bit of warm precum. 


He felt James rut his own dick up against his thigh; David followed suit, groping between them for James. 
Jesus, he was big--David would never say it, but he was bigger than Dave, and David had remembered when 
he first saw Dave's dick and how much of a shock to his system that had been. James was rock hard and so 
hot, streaming precum over David's fingers as he messily stroked him; James was vocal even muffled against 
David's neck, grunting and groaning, exhaling breaths onto his skin as his teeth and tongue made David arch his 
back and moan in tandem. 


James pulled off and David could then really feel how hot and wet his neck was, and the way James looked at 
him--so full of reverence and desire--made him both insatiably turned on and also a little shy. James kissed 
him on the mouth hard and long as he curved backwards, grabbing David's legs and pulling him down, flat on 
the bed. David hazily wondered if Dave and James had talked about their "bedroom habits" or if James was 
just independently interested in manhandling him a bit which, a little begrudgingly even still, David really did love. 
But did James know that Dave also liked the roles to be reversed after what he deemed a "shitty set" or a 


tense rehearsal? 


"| wanna eat you out," James said against David's lips, the tips of their tongues touching enough to hush David 
for a second, enough to make him think about it but James wasted no time waiting for a verbal answer at this 
point. He moved down and got between David's legs, pushing them apart, and crouched down low; David watched, 
perplexed, feeling frozen, until James' mustache tickled his inner thigh and he laughed and thrashed that leg 
out. James laughed too and gingerly brought David's leq back, pressed his mouth to the inside of his thigh and 
nibbled the softest skin there, all sweet caresses of his fingers and lips that made David's heart race with 


overwhelming want. 


Closing his eyes, David breathed in and tried to swat coherent thoughts away--he wanted to zone in on nothing 
but the feeling of James teasing his thighs with nips of teeth, swipes of tongue and wet kisses, to be 
completely drowned in the want and lust and affection that would have never seemed real before Dave, stupid 
Dave, planted James right in front of him. A little guilt and a little confusion still hung around in the shallows 
of his chest but being in bed with James was also exciting The surprise of James wanting to be with him so 
bad was working in David's favor finally, most of the nerves and befuddlement from earlier having dissipated, 
and he was left to lay back and be entirely worked over and, dare he think it, worshiped. Who gave a shit what 
Dave and Jason were doing? The James Hetfield was between his legs, fingers clamps to the inside of his 
thighs, face buried below, a warm, soft tongue put well to use. If James was like this on at all a regular basis, 
Jason must have it fucking made, because David had to stop himself from writhing around in almost agonizing 


pleasure as James’ tongue explored him and got him all wet and tingly. 


Being spread like that, thighs wide apart and half-perched on James' shoulders, made David feel a little self- 
consciously exposed; hell, he still felt that way with Dave sometimes. It was a lot, emotionally, to have 
everything out in the open and open to scrutiny. James seemed to be enjoying getting utterly lost in his body 
though, tonguing him deep, licking him soft, and moaning as he did it. So David let out a deep breath that 
turned into a quiet moan and reached down, sliding his fingertips through James' hair at the crown of his head. 


James hummed and let David slowly drag him up by his hair, swiping his tongue up over his perineum and to 


his balls. 


"Fuck, oh my god," David moaned when James' mouth closed in around his balls as much as he could, sucking 


and prodding with the flat of his tongue. 


"Fuck, you've got a nice dick," James said, voice full of more admiration than lust, and that made David open his 
eyes. He watched James stroke his cock, so much of it just totally captured by one big hand, and hunch over 


to lick precum away from his slit. 


Jesus fuck, David was gonna let himself just sink into the depths of the earth with James on top of him like 
that, those big, strong hands never once stopping skimming over his skin, grabbing him, making it known just 
how bad he was wanted. David drank in the ridiculous sensation of James' mustache rubbing against his shaft 
for another moment then hauled himself up, shoved James over and onto his back and straddled him; the gasp 
caught in James’ chest made David feel proud and he smiled as he kissed him, settling right on top of him, 
grinding his hips down into James’. James’ hands smoothed down David's back slowly, intentionally, then grabbed 
his ass, pushing him down harder and making the grind slow, deep and dirty. 


The room felt like it was a hundred degrees and it felt even hotter between the two of them. James’ chest 
was covered in sweat and David ran his fingers over it, skating over warm muscle to toy with one of James' 
ripples; James groaned against his mouth and dug his fingertips into David's ass, shoving their cocks flush 
together, forever making the temperature rise and making David's mind feel like it was on the verge of total 


combustion. 


Kisses were peppered onto David's chin and jaw. "Wanna ride me?" James asked, huskily and sweetly. One of his 


hands was kneading David's ass like a cat while the other was spreading one cheek. 


David felt deliriously and acutely aware of what was happening in that moment. He looked at James’ face in the 
soft yellow hotel light, the right side of his face shimmering in the starker, whiter light from outside the 
window, a crease in his forehead tensing ever so slightly as if in anticipation of David's answer, his eyes all 


soft and gentle, lips red and a little puffy. Hot. 


"Are you sure?" David asked. He meant it as in, Are you sure you want to go all the way when we're both in 
relationships and our boyfriends really might wanna fucking kills us despite what they said before? but James 
only laughed and rolled his eyes. 


"Yeah, I'm fucking sure" James gave a sideways nod, eyebrows raising: "I brought, y'know, condoms. They're in 
that black bag." David stared at it, apparently for a few seconds too long, because James started to shift 
from underneath him. "Its okay, David, we can stop--" 


David shoved James back by his shoulders and slid off the bed, grabbing that black bag of prepared goodies, 
most for sure meant for James and Jason. "Well, I'm sure, too," he told James, grabbing a condom and the 
bottle of lube that was oh so conveniently stashed with it. His hands felt loose and useless like a claw machine 


but he managed to crawl back on top of James and tear the condom open before anything else could be said. 


James' eyes closed and he tilted his head back as David rolled the condom over him and gave his hard-on a 
few strokes. "Mm," he hummed, reaching out to pull David in closer. David scooched forward on James’ thighs 
but kept his groin bare and open in front of him, popping the cap of the bottle of lube and squeezing a glob 
directly onto his propped-up cock. James went to grip the base, nudging David's hand away, and wrapped his 
free hand around David's hip; David looked down and watched James’ fingers slide through the lube over his 
dick, then both hands were on his ass again, spreading him, and one slick finger was sliding between his cheeks 


and he didn't even have a chance to breathe before it was sliding inside, slow and steady. 


"Oh god," David moaned, arching his back, lowering himself, and pressed his face against the side of James’ 
neck, veiled by that blonde mane. He gasped and whimpered when James went deeper, until there was nowhere 


else to go, then slid out just enough to add another finger. 


"Gotta get you ready," James purred, working those two fingers in and out slowly, teasingly. The fact that 
James wasn't rushing into anything made David even more aroused--he'd forgotten how good going slow felt, 
just getting totally wrapped up in one another, all the time in the world to kiss, touch and feel. "You feel so 
good." James slid his fingers in as deep as they'd go and nudged David's prostate: "Fuck, David, you're so hot, | 
can't believe we're doing this, | thought about it--" He trailed off, breathing hard underneath David. 


David cursed when James added a third finger--only fair, considering the size of the dick he'd be sitting on. He 
pressed his lips to James’ neck and gently bit down; James moaned and cursed in turn and started to thrust 


his fingers, stretching and working David over with obvious, barely-contained enthusiasm. 


"Ready?" James asked, sliding his fingers out and spreading David's cheeks, grabbing him and positioning him 


right over his cock. "I can't fucking wait to see you ride me." 


That was the last bit of encouragement David needed. He balanced with the aid of James' shoulders and 
started to lower himself, James strayed one hand over the small of his back, rubbing soothingly, and David bit 
his lip hard as he slid down. First there was that burn, hot and thick threading its way through his lower body 
and even up to his chest, his muscles tightening, then there was the slight give his body allowed and they 
were connected completely, thighs pressed together and James’ big cock pushed right against his prostate, 
stretching and filling him. It felt unbelievable, not only from that achingly big dick inside him but unbelievable 


because it was James. Truly, who would have imagined? 


Well, by then David knew for sure, James had imagined it, and apparently reality wasn't disappointing for him. 
Leaning back against the headboard, he looked like he was in pure bliss--his eyes were locked on David, the eye 
contact so intense David had to force himself to swallow down any last lingering insecurity. James placed his 
hands lazily on his hips, letting him have control; David exhaled and felt his muscles loosen up even more, 
adjusting to it all, every dizzying, hot second of it. Tensing his thighs, he started to move, and James moaned, 
wrapping his arms around David and pulling him in close. The control given to him was short-lived but he didn't 
mind--having James wrapped all around him, lifting him up and down as he thrust as much as their hold on 


each other would allow, was fucking hot: 


Literally, too. The sweat on both their bodies was making it easier to fuck; David snaked his arms around 
James' neck and held on, moaning and gasping in his ear. He felt so full and so swaddled by heat and muscle-- 
honestly, it felt amazing. Dave and Jason were both far away in his head with James pawing at him and fucking 
up into him deep and hard; he nosed his way through James’ hair and bit his earlobe. James growled and 
squeezed his ass with one hand while the other held the back of David's head, threading his fingers through 


his hair. 


"You feel so fucking good," James gritted out, thrusting his hips up, holding David in place. David could only 
whine in response, both from those words and also from how deliciously his own hard cock was sliding across 
James' abdomen, the friction damp and warm and scary good, as James continued to growl in his ear: "So tight, 


David--love this, love feeling you--even better than | fuckin’ imagined--" 


David was mouthing his way over to James' lips when those big hands grabbed his hips and pushed him 
backwards. It was all so fast, him being pressed onto his back, James grabbing one of his legs and hiking his 
thigh around his hip, then leaning down with one hand braced next to David's head; David watched, enthralled, 
as James tossed his head back, blonde hair whipping around and let out a deep, thunderous moan. All because 
of David. That was mind-blowing, almost more mind-blowing than James wrapping his hand around David's cock 


and tipping his head forward to let a string of drool slide through the air and slick him up. 


The sensation made him start to babble, pleading James' name punctuated by curses, words all laced with 
moans and heavy breaths; his hands skimmed down James’ torso, tracing every groove, feeling his breath deep 
in his belly, and every cell in David's body seemed to back down into total submission as James continued to 
thrust into him and overtake him. It was almost too much--almost. But David grabbed handfuls of James’ hair 
and pulled him down for a furious, messy kiss anyway, ready to get lost. 


The desperate, animalistic grunts and moans into each other's mouths were broken when James pulled back 
and framed the side of David's face with his hand, the pad of his thumb tracing David's bottom lip. "You're so- 
-so beautiful," he said softly, sweat beading on his brows, that eye contact so strong it was unshakeable. It 
definitely wasn't just some lust-choked, inebriated throwaway statement--no, David could tell he meant it. He 
felt it in his bones, in his core, and it lit a blazing fire inside his body, eager for the sparks and embers to be 


stroked into an explosion 


David was pretty sure his face couldn't get anymore flushed but his cheeks flared red-hot nonetheless. "Thank 
you," he managed to say between breaths, hypnotized until James’ thumb curling taut around the head of his 
cock snapped him out of it for a second. He arched his back and yanked on his hair: "You're so hot, James-- 
fuck." It felt like a confession and he wasn't ashamed. He turned his head to the side; James pressed his lips to 


his neck. "God--please, please--" 


"Please what, baby?" James asked against his skin, thrusting wildly, the bed shaking and bumping back against 


the wall, his grip around David's weeping cock strong and sure. 


David dragged his fingers down his back, raking along the juts of James’ spine: "Please make me come, please, 


James." 


James growled: "Fuck, it's so fuckin! sexy when you moan my name." He sucked into a hickey that was already 
there and David was gone, pleading that once-forbidden name again, body seizing, back arching so high his spine 
cracked, James was smothering him with his mouth and his body, sliding around in the mixture of sweat and 
cum slathered over both of their abdomens. David's head was swimming, flooded with shimmering, sparkling 
white pleasure, only exacerbated when he opened his eyes and James' clear, awe-struck blue eyes met his 


agai n. 


"Come here," James murmured, cupping the back of David's head and kissing him. David figured his neck would 
be covered in rosy hickeys, thighs bruised and sore--would he even be able to walk tomorrow? Post-orgasm, 
the rutting of James' cock inside him and the smashing of their hips felt even more intense, like the earth was 
shaking. James kept that hand locked on the back of David's head while the other rested on one hip, his long 
fingers resting atop his quivering bones and the mess of cum that was still splattered between them; their 
mouths moved together more intently than quickly, paradoxing the increasingly frantic and harsh thrusts 
James was delivering to David's ass. David wanted to remember the taste of James forever, even if he 


couldn't name what it was. 


David was taking James’ bottom lip between his teeth and sliding his fingers along the nape of his neck when 
James constricted around him, then threw his head back, moaning David's name through gritted teeth before 
opening his mouth and for sure moaning and growling loud enough for the entire hotel floor to hear. David 
braced himself for James to collapse on top of him but he stayed propped up, hands on David's knees, with his 
eyes closed and breathing hard. All that sweat, all that pink skin, the spit in his mustache, the cum on his 
belly--David could hardly believe he was the cause of all of that. 


As James' breathing slowed, he let out a little laugh and bent down slowly. "Damn, David," he said softly, giving 
him a sweet, soft kiss as he settled down, hands pressed into the mattress on either side of David's head. 
"That was--fuck. That was fucking incredible." He kissed him again; David melted into it, exhausted enough to 
barely notice James slipping out of him, and feeling so good lying there half in his arms, half sprawled out over 


the covers. 


David ran his fingers through his hair, damp with sweat. "Yeah--I--it was," he agreed, blinking slow, watching 
James unroll the ruined condom from his dick, tie it off and toss it across the room, then James was running 


one finger through the still-slick cum on David's stomach. 


"Shit, you really are sweet," James said, licking it off. He eyed David for a moment before getting off the bed, 


groaning a little as he did: "Don't move." 


Not a problem. David closed his eyes and laid back; a few seconds later, James was rubbing a terry cloth towel 
over his stomach and kissing his chest. Oh, shit--did Dave expect him to come home? Maybe James felt 
David's heart jump beneath his kisses, because he laid his hand over David's chest and asked, "What's up?" 


No, there was no way Dave expected him back. David would bet a thousand dollars that he and Jason were still 


busy doing whatever it was, so no, David was not going to go back home. He sat up and looked into James' 


eyes--perhaps he couldn't match the intensity James gave to him, but the blue-eyed lion responded with 
euphoric glee anyway, smiling big like a kid, when the silent knowledge of David sleeping over passed between 
them. So James got up again for waters and beers, and David pulled the covers back and nestled underneath 


them, everything smelling like sugar, salt and sex. 


James chugged an entire water bottle in one go before he settled in next to David. David still felt tired, 
blissfully tired and utterly spent, and he let himself rest his head on James’ chest. James lazily stroked the 
hair by his temples and ran his fingertips over the shell of David's ear, down his cheekbones, just barely 
touched his lips. The strangeness and apprehension from earlier was long gone, replaced by a surprising 
comfort and natural affection that seemed to be shared between both of them. David was glad. He was also a 
little irritated that Dave had been night--he did have fun with James. Maybe too much fun. Maybe he'd need 


to have Dave let him do it again sometime. 


"Hey David?" James asked and David looked up at him. James' eyes met his for a second, then he looked away, 
brow furrowed a bit, and he said, "I--l know you ended up wanting to do this. But | didn't mean to be an 
asshole before, like with pressuring you or something." 


"You didn't," David assured him, sitting up. "I was just thinking about how Dave was right. He said | would have 
fun and | did." 


James looked very pleased by that, a beaming smile on his face again. "Good. Me too." A wash of momentary 


shyness and he added, "Dave told me that sometimes you mumble my name in your sleep." 

David balked at him. Since when? He didn't even remember his dreams most nights. Surely he would have 
remembered if James Hetfield had shown up in any of them. "He did?" David huffed and looked at the wall, 
which made James laugh and stroke his arm. 


"You think he's lying?" 


David thought for a second then laughed at the absurdity of it all. "| don't know. Maybe not. That's 


just.embarrassing.” 

"| think it's cute." 

"Of course you do." 

James turned the knob to the lamp next to him and gathered David in his arms quickly, bringing them both 
onto their sides and spooning him. "If you say it tonight, | might have to wake you up," he said against David's 


neck. "It'll be too hard to sleep if you moan all pretty again" 


David squirmed, laughed a little when James hair tickled his cheek "I don't know if my ass can handle you again, 
if I'm being honest" 


James growled playfully and nipped at David's shoulder. "Maybe next time | want your dick in me" 
David's heart felt like it stopped. Did James Hetfield really just say that? "But--what?" 


“ff there's a next time," James said, mumbling a little. He curled around David more and exhaled heavily. "For 


now, I'll take this. Thank you, David" 


David almost asked what James thought the morning would be like, what sort of Dave and Jason they'd both 
return to, but once again swaddled by James' warm, strong body, it was impossible to not wind down and fall 


into a deep sleep. Maybe he would dream about James, but he was actually hoping he'd dream about Dave. 


David felt absolutely wrecked when he woke up. There was hair sticking to his cheek and lips, dry with drool 
from a deep, dreamless sleep; his body felt so sticky that he nearly had to peel his skin away from the 
sheets, and all of his muscles were achingly sore. Not in a bad way, but still sore, the after-effects of hot, 
all-consuming sex not to be forgotten anytime soon, and the hickeys on his neck and thighs were burning. 
Those felt good. He reached his fingers up to blindly brush over a hickey on his throat as he sat up groggily 
and looked over at James. The Metallica frontman was sprawled out on his stomach, one arm tucked beneath a 
pillow and the other reaching out as if trying to keep touching David; their legs were still touching until David 


slowly crept out of bed, desperate for a shower and at least some mouthwash. 


At least he wasn't hungover. And actually, David was proud of himself for that--he was proud he hadn't 
needed a bunch of booze to sleep with James. It would have been awful, he knew that. He would've woken up 
with a pounding headache and fuzzy memory and shame and regret like sludge in his stomach. Instead, sober, 
he felt amazing--amazing and sexy. Even sexier when he found an unopened hotel toothbrush to use before he 
got in the shower, the water like the softest, warmest rain over his sticky, hot skin. He didn't even feel 
worried about Dave and Jason, only curious--what did they do all night? Did Jason sleep over? David ran his 
hands over his face, trying to wash dried drool away. Did Jason sleep in their bed? David wasn't sure how he 
felt about that, actually, but he liked Jason. Even from their vast distance with the "rivalry," he'd always felt 
a sort of camaraderie with Jason, being bassists and then shacking up with the frontmen of their bands. What 


a world. 


Damp and wrapped up in a big white towel, David stepped out of the bathroom. James was then sprawled out 
on his back, eyes closed, but he opened them slowly and sleepily as David sat on the edge of the bed, just 
looking. 


"Morning," James grumbled, smiling. He sat up and leaned forward, sinking his fingers into David's damp hair and 
kissed the top of his head. "Mm, that smells good" David laughed a little, once again feeling overcome by 
James' body and his energy. He leaned into James’ touch and tipped his chin up when James lips gently pressed 
against his forehead. "| need a shower too," James said, freeing David of his hold. As he stood up, shamelessly 


naked, he added, "Don't go anywhere." 


David's eyes glossed down James' body as he went into the bathroom. Yeah, it was a good time. James was 
hot, no doubt about it, and so fucking sweet; David just hoped he wouldn't have to grovel too much to Dave 
about it all, because his boyfriend was going to be smug as fuck about the fact that David actually had a good 
time getting his ass pounded by a different guy. 


James’ hair, dark from the water, was so long, clinging to his shoulders and back, his hips covered by another 
white towel. David barely had another moment to take him again before he was being pressed back onto the 
bed with James crawling on top of him and kissing him. Beyond the artificial mint on James’ tongue, David 
thought he could taste the determination and adoration that only made it seem more real that this wouldn't be 
the only time they'd get together. It was a little scary. But even while falling into an easy-going, soft and 
nearly-naked makeout session, David was also excited to get home to Dave. He'd been right before--they really 


had been through it all together and David wouldn't want anyone else to be that part of his future. 
"Should we call Dave and Jase?" James asked, like he was roped into David's thoughts, and slid into more kisses. 
David hummed and pulled away. "Dave sleeps in after a good lay. | think we have some time." 


James temporarily lifted himself over to the side and pulled the towel away from David's waist. "Good," he said, 
kissing his way down David's throat, his sternum, chest, abdomen, and the soft, slightly damp bristling of his 
mustache made David laugh. James kissed down to his belly and licked his way over to one hip bone to nip at. "I 


wanna make you come one more time, David." 


David couldn't object to that. He tangled his fingers in James hair as a soft, warm tongue licked over the head 
of his cock, wiggling the tip of his tongue into David's wet little slit; a big, strong and slightly rough hand 
gripped it expertly, starting to stroke after James sank his mouth down far enough to gag, saliva coating 
David's shaft. David moaned his name at that, at the insanely good sensation of image of James Hetfield 
gagging on his dick, already getting drool all over his balls and pubic hair, and he felt James smile around his 
cock. He moved his hand down to cup and caress David's balls as he suctioned his lips and tongue around the 
hot, hard shaft, all wet and hot and ridiculously, sinfully good. David kept his eyes down to see James’ cheeks 
all pink and his eyes closed as he devoured David with skill and want, and when David zoned into James’ free 


hand shoved down between his own legs, jerking himself off, it made him feel like he was going to explode. 


So he did, stuttering, babbling and moaning James' name again, his mind shot as James’ throat constricted 
around him and he gently squeezed David's balls in his palm, swallowing around his cock and drinking down what 
David gave him. David's hips moved to their own accord, first bucking a little, then twitching erratically; he was 
too lost in James' mouth and in himself to remember that James was trying to get off too but not long after, 
and with James still carefully sucking and licking him, he felt James' hand freeze and heard him groan and felt 
the bed jostle as he rammed against it. 


When James crawled back up next to him, the towel was gone, covered in jizz, David figured. James sighed 
heavily and David watched his chest rising and falling gradually slow as his own was at the same time; James 


pressed a quick kiss to his lips and grabbed his hands, pulling them both up. 


"You really are sweet," James said, his eyes all hazy and light again, and smiled. "You want breakfast?" 


David nodded, smiling back at him. It'd been a while since he'd been able to charm someone other than Dave. If 
anything, James’ undivided attention was a delight, though he felt the actual sex was even better, a quick 


morning blowjob certainly part of that. "I could use some coffee." 


"With lots of cream and sugar," James said with a cocky but good-natured smirk. "To keep you so sweet, 


right?" 


David laughed. "Yep, exactly." 


Jason didn't know what to think of Dave. He'd heard some horror stories, some hilarious stories, seen some 
pictures from way back in the day (although those pictures usually just made him laugh at how adorable and 
ridiculous James looked back then--those bangs!), heard James rant about him on more than one occasion, but 
he could only count the number of times he'd personally spoken to Dave on one hand. James had previously 
mentioned talking to Dave more, rekindling something, but Jason certainly had never expected to be sitting on 
Dave's couch with the man himself next to him. It felt abrupt, him being thrown into a foreign environment 
with someone who was once considered some sort of enemy, all while Jason's own boyfriend is wining and dining 
David fucking Ellefson. Jason ran his fingertip over a stain on the arm of the couch, thinking about how the 


whole world must have gone mad. 


Dave and David's space was perfectly okay--cluttered and messy but not as dirty as Jason had figured it 
would be. David probably had something to do with that. Records were everywhere; posters; empty liquor and 
beer bottles, some used as decorations, a few just strewn about. It smelled like Dave had sprayed some sort 
of air freshener recently, something like.pine? Jason sniffed and through the artificial pine, which seemed so 
ridiculous paired with the smoggy and hot LA right outside the door, he could smell stale beer and cigarette 
smoke. He reclined back on the slightly scratchy couch, less nervous than he had been during the whole 
conversation about this "swap." Well, really, Jason had been more pissed off than anything. But sitting in Dave 
and David's living room he felt no real threat; Dave was getting them drinks and Jason was anticipating getting 


a little drunk, very high, and listening to some music. He couldn't imagine much more happening, really. 


Not like James and David. What an asshole..he planned an actual date for Dave's boyfriend! Jason had known 
about James' crush on David for some time, only because James let it slip one drunken night. Nothing serious, 
just that he thought David was "fuckin' cute, really, really talented" and Jason saw the look in his eyes and the 
breath hitch a little in his chest as he said it. James had known in the moment that he fucked up, of course 
after Jason gave him an icy glare and the silent treatment for the rest of the night. James had made it up to 
him how James knows best--with lots of kisses and a guilt-ridden, sloppy blowjob. 


Jason's attention was diverted when Dave returned, planted a six-pack on the floor in front of the couch, and 
turned away to the record player. Jason watched hin, all long legs wrapped in blue jeans and that fiery 
fairytale hair in rippling waves around his face, and sipped eagerly at one of the beers. Content with the music, 
head bobbing a bit, Dave flopped down next to him and grabbed a beer for himself, the silence between them 
heavy but not entirely unpleasant. 


Probably a very dumb question but Jason figured Dave would give him an honest answer: "So what do you 


think they're doing right now?" 
Dave glanced out the windows at the deep pink and violet sky and srickered. "James is eating Junior alive." 


Jason stared at the floor and silenced himself with more beer. Well, it was an honest answer. When Dave said 


nothing, just kept tapping his foot on the floor, Jason asked, "It really doesn't bother you, man?" 


"What? James and Junior?" Dave took a swig of beer and shook his head, then looked suddenly serious. "I 
haven't been able to--to say it, | guess. But | feel like | owe Junior a lot. The way | see it is, maybe this is one 
way of paying him back. He'd never ask for anything like this. But | know he'd tell me if he didn't wanna do it 
and he didn't say no, so." Dave shrugged. "So | hope it makes him feel good. Maybe he'll feel free for a night" 


He smirked and added, "But he'll come back because he loves me that much." 


Jason was theorizing that it had taken him longer to feel even half of that security with James than it had 
for the two Daves. He was a little jealous, honestly. He wasn't worried James would run off with David or 
anything, but he'd had to put up with a lot of shit in his time, dealing with James fucking a lot of other people 
all while, after the fact, he would crawl to Jason and kiss him and try to tell him it would never happen again 


It was a relief when, finally, it didn't. 


"Don't doubt it," Dave said, holding his beer out to gesture at Jason. "I can see it on your face. Stop thinking 


about him so much." 


Its hard not to." Jason started to pick at the label on the beer bottle, his knee bobbing up and down rapidly, 
more so from the growing nerves than from the song playing around them. "Me and James aren't like you and 
David. | really had to earn my keep. James was the worst judge of them all" He snorted a little. "I'm sure you 


can appreciate that." 


"One thing James and | have in common is not being able to deal with our feelings very well," Dave said, 
propping his head up in his hand, leaning against the back of the couch. "Junior knows. I'm not good at that shit. 
And you know what, Jason? It hasn't always been great between us. | haven't always treated him like | 


should've. The point is, eventually things work out. You and James are good now, right?" 

Jason nodded, stripping the bottle of the label entirely. "Yeah. We're good" 

"Even though he talked about my Junior a lot," Dave went on, giving Jason what looked to be an attempt at a 
reassuring look. "He talked about you, too. He thinks you're precious | think he'd be really fucking mad if | 


messed you up in any way." 


That got Jason's attention big time. "Mess me up how? | thought we were swapping. He doesn't want us doing 
anything?" 


"No, | just think he doesn't want me roughing you up." Dave kept his eyes on Jason as he took another drink. It 
almost seemed like a teasing invitation despite whatever James’ requests--or demands--had been 


Jason considered that. He considered what James might have said and he considered what he figured Dave 
would be like in bed, if he was really taking an educated guess. He locked eyes with Dave and inched forward a 


bit, bringing his leg up to touch his knee to his thigh. "What if | wanted you to rough me up a bit?" 


Dave's grin was punctuated by his usual sneer. "You wanna piss James off?" 


"Maybe," Jason answered honestly. "You know how much shit he's done to piss me off?" He inched forward 


more, getting up in Dave's space. "And maybe | really think you're hot” 


Dave kept his composure. He raised his beer bottle to his lips again and took a long drink, Jason watched his 
throat work, pale skin rippling with each swallow, and then moved his eyes back up to the full, rosy-pink lips 
wrapped around the tip of the bottle. Dave finished the beer, set the bottle on the floor and, just as Jason 
was going to take a sip of his own again, Dave prowled forward, cornering Jason against the arm of the couch. 


Dave's hands were on his thighs, gripping them tight, and he brought their faces nose-to-nose. 
"You think lm hot?" Dave asked in a gravelly, nasally growl. 


Jason managed to squeeze his arm between them to finish his own beer off. It was easy to be intimidated by 
Dave from far away, from all the stories, from watching interviews but, up close and personal, he could see 
that the sneer hid a cheeky grin and the light in Dave's eyes wasn't all sadistic rage. "Yeah, you're hot, dude," 
he repeated. There was one thing though--Jason was not going to touch Dave first. Teasingly, he turned his 
head a bit and kept his eyes locked on Dave's. "Do you think /m hot? Or do you just have a thing for bassists?" 


A smile flickered over Dave's lips for a second. "I have a thing for Junior." He slid one hand down around 
Jason's thigh to between them, grabbing his cock through his jeans, and Jason gasped quietly. "You're not bad 
either. | like that you're kinda a little shit" 


Jason rolled his eyes. "Oh, thanks." His sarcasm wasn't ignored, quite the opposite--he gasped again when Dave 
grabbed the back of his neck, tugging on the hair at his nape. He waited for Dave to kiss him as his head was 
wrenched back, his neck and throat exposed to Dave's glinting teeth, his hands still kept to himself in wait. 


"You want me to get rough with you?" Dave asked, squeezing around Jason's cock and balls harder. 

Jason managed a nod. "Yeah. Just, y'know, don't kill me. Or maim me." 

"Yeah, no, James would kill me if | did that," Dave replied haughtily. "Or try." He yanked Jason's hair and pulled 
him up as he stood, Jason letting out a whimper that shocked even himself, then Dave bent down with an iron 
grip still in his hair, grabbed the rest of the beers and dragged him to the bedroom, the pounding, dense 


drums and blaring guitar fading out behind them. 


Dave sat himself down on the foot of the bed, opened another beer and spread his legs. "Take off your shirt," 
he instructed. "James is always taking his fucking shirt off. Right now, I'd rather see you." 


"Right now?" Jason mocked but grabbed the hem of his t-shirt anyway, glad he couldn't see Dave's face as 
he pulled it over his head. Still, he couldn't stop himself from adding, "Glad to hear I'm second choice. Or third, 


since you've got Junior." 


Dave seemed unbothered by that. "Drink another beer. You're not gonna want to be totally sober for this.” 


"Oh?" Jason did what he was told and started working on another beer. It was cooling his body more so than 
his mind, which was full of wonder and anticipation. Slightly masochistic but also maybe not--he really was 
hoping James would freak out when Jason returned to him covered in bruises and bite marks. "What do you 


have in mind?" 


"If you want it rough, we can do it rough," Dave said, cryptic as ever. "It's been a while, actually. I've been 
trying to treat Junior nicer in bed He seems to like it" 


Jason rolled his eyes. "Great, so that's why you're so enthusiastic-~you want a new punching bag," He could 
barely hold onto his beer when Dave lunged at him, grabbed his arm and pulled Jason right against his chest, 
his teeth bared. 


"Hey, listen, Junior was never my punching bag," Dave said, the words vicious and full of barely-contained fury. 


"You understand?" 


"Yeah, okay, Dave." Jason winced at Dave's fingers digging into his upper arm. That was probably going to 
bruise. "Sorry. | was mostly joking. Let's remember that | was literally James’ punching bag." 


Dave sneered and relented his hold, taking another drink and sitting back down on the bed. "James is an asshole. 


Not always. But--well, | think you know, Jason" 


Jason nodded. "Better than anyone." He pounded the rest of his beer and let it swim around in his head. He felt 
the loose waves swim through his muscles then, staring in his arms and working down to his thighs. Normally 
two beers would be nothing but, in the presence of Dave and standing shirtless, exposed and scrutinized, in a 
foreign bedroom made the effects of the alcohol feel exacerbated But he felt a little bold, too and, gesturing 
at Dave with the empty beer bottle, he said, "I wanna see you, too." 


Dave grinned all cocky and smug and stood. He pulled his shirt off in one fluid motion and let it fall to the floor, 
then unbuckled his belt with one hand. "Am | still hot?" 


Jason drank him in--impossibly fair skin, not so unlike Jason's own, with the furry smattering of auburn chest 
hair, a stripe down his abdomen and more fuzz right above his open belt. That was hot, so alluring in that 
stark masculinity. Dave cocked his hip and crossed his arms and Jason saw his biceps flex a little and his 


collarbones rise and fall beneath his skin as he took a breath. 


"Still hot," Jason affirmed. He wanted to run his hands through Dave's blazing mane and through all that chest 
hair, feel the differences between him and James. 


Dave moved quickly again, rushing up against Jason, spinning him around, and pinned him against the wall. Jason 
cursed when his temple hit the wall and his eloow smacked into it too, Dave's hands strong and ferocious on 
his hips, keeping him pinned there. "So this is how we're doing this?" Jason huffed out. He squeaked a little when 


Dave grabbed his wrist and wrenched his arm, pressing it against Jason's own lower back. 


"This is how we're starting," Dave said. He started to grind his hips against Jason's ass, denim on denim making 
a rough, dense sort of friction Jason could feel it start to burn a little bit through his jeans and briefs with 
how aggressively Dave was rocking into him, the weight and hardness of his dick growing against his ass. 
Keeping his grip tight around Jason's wrist, Dave reached around front and groped at the fly of his jeans: "So 


let's see what you're packing, hmm?" 


Jason wanted to fight back a bit, get playful with it, show Dave that he wasn't immediately going to bow down 
into submission, but the way he was clamped in a vice and shoved against the wall had him concerned that 
he'd end up actually hurting himself if he tried to get away. He squirmed, Dave successfully opened his fly and 
slid his hand down through Jason's briefs, wrapping his hand around his cock and squeezing gently. His palm was 
soft but the undersides of his fingers were rougher and the dry friction as Dave started to stroke made 
Jason hiss and buck back against him and try to wriggle his arm free. 


"Oh, you do like this," Dave purred. Jason could hear the smirk in his voice, and that prompted to shove 
backwards even harder; he successfully heaved Dave off him but only for a moment. Dave grabbed him by 
the shoulders and spun him around, shoved him back against the wall hard; Jason groaned and let out a heavy 
breath when Dave's knee shoved its way between his thighs, pressing against his half-exposed crotch. 


Holding his breath, heart hammering, Jason waited for Dave's next move as blazing hazel eyes held his own. He 
wasn't sure if Dave was going to kiss him or hit him but, either way, he let Dave pin his wrists over his head 
and move in closer. Another tense moment passed, then Dave crashed their mouths together in a kiss so 
rough and wild that Jason's slightly chapped bottom lip split and he winced a little, Dave didn't relent, he only 
kissed him harder, forcing his tongue past Jason's lips and undoubtedly proclaiming his dominance. At first 
Jason just let it happen, made himself hang back as Dave devoured him, but after a surge of self-confidence 
from how hard he felt Dave was against him, Jason moved into the kisses. He slid his tongue against Dave's 
slowly, silently encouraging him to slow down too, and Dave grunted a little and Jason felt his hold on his wrists 
loosen just a little. That was enough for Jason--he tore his arms away from the wall and grabbed Dave's face, 
thumbs running over his cheekbones as he sank his fingers into his hair. God, it was soft. Dave let him, so 


Jason massaged Dave's scalp with his fingertips and moaned into their wet, messy kisses. 


Dave seemed to like Jason moaning like that. He started to grind his hips against Jason's again, less aggressively 
than when he was pinned face-forward, rubbing their groins together until Jason felt they were both rock- 
solid and permeating heat through their clothes. Just as Jason was getting comfortable with the new, slower 
rhythm, Dave shot a hand up and grabbed Jason around his throat, yanked him away from the wall, turned 


him around again and shoved him back onto the bed. 


"Take everything off," Dave ordered, stripping himself of his own jeans. He left his underwear on, hands on his 
hips, as Jason obliged. He tried not to mentally shrink underneath Dave's hard gaze but it was difficult when he 
felt like he was being inspected before being torn to pieces, already being ravaged by hard teeth and claws. 
That had been James on more than one occasion in the past--all raw, tough, macho-masculine energy that 


ripped through Jason when they would fuck, leaving him sore, bruised and sad. It had gotten better. James had 


learned to kiss Jason soft and sweet, whisper gentle words in his ear that Jason knew he meant, and that was 


the best part of it all. 


Fully nude, Jason slid back on the bed. It didn't smell clean exactly, so it must have smelled like Dave and David. 
He spread his legs a little, propping himself up on his elbows, once again waiting for Dave to do something. Dave 
raked over Jason with his eyes and ran his palm up and down his bulge--the tension was building, dense and 

thick like a heat wave, and Jason couldn't help but swallow hard, trying to bite back nerves he didn't want to-- 


really shouldn't--show to his new, temporary partner. 


"| don't know why you're relaxing," Dave said, making his stance a little wider. "You're gonna get on your knees 


for me, Jason" 


Jason shuddered at the sound of his name. Even James didn't order him around like that, not during sex, 
anyway. He moved off the bed and onto the floor, feeling awkward as he sank down, the hardwood pressing too 
hard into his knees; his whole body was shaking a little and he hoped Dave didn't see. Not sure what to do with 
his hands, he kept them at his sides and made eye contact with Dave's groin, his thumbs hooked teasingly into 
the waistband, ginger pubic hair spilling out over the top. The view allowed Jason to take note of all the finer 
ginger hairs on the tops of Dave's thighs too, like tiny little firecrackers over that milky white skin, so pale it 
almost looked cast in blue. He didn't look up, he just waited and watched and, finally, Dave slid his underwear 
down and stepped out of it, his lower abdomen flexing a little as he moved and Jason studied that, too. 


'| bet you give great head," Dave said, startling Jason a little with the abrupt cut through the heavy silence. 
He looked up to meet Dave's eyes then, once again all roaring fire, Dave gently dragged his fingers through 
Jason's hair, pushing it back, then hooked his fingers in against his scalp and yanked him forward. "Don't 


disappoint me." 


Fuck. Not without shame, Dave's words made Jason's dick twitch below. He tentatively placed his hands on the 
outside of Dave's thighs and relinquished into the hold on his hair, opening his mouth just enough to slide his 

tongue out and gingerly lick the head of Dave's cock. It was big, hard and red, already leaking as the tip of his 
tongue made contact with the ridge and Dave groaned at the touch, so Jason did it again, licking a little more 

and a little more with each second that passed. He would go as slowly as Dave allowed, though he wasn't 


expecting that to be for very long. 


Sliding his hands down Dave's thighs, Jason snaked one around, smoothing over the soft flesh of his inner thigh; 
he heard Dave's breath hitch at that but he didn't look up, he kept focused on the dick in his face and the 
balls, heavy with heat, that he went to cup and caress. Inching forward even more with Dave's fingers still in 
his hair, Jason ducked underneath his cock and licked up its length slow and steady, flicking the head with the 
tip of his tongue. Dave let out a growl and yanked on his hair. 


"Come on, slut," he gritted out, grabbing the base of his dick and sliding the weeping head over Jason's lips. 
"You can't tell me you didn’t imagine this happening.” 


Jason hadn't, actually, but he wasn't about to say that. He'd asked for it though and he did imagine that this 
was only the beginning and Dave would be quick to show absolutely no mercy for him. He didn't know how to 
respond without being honest--he only felt good about dirty talking when it came to James. It helped to purge 
with him, to express things he'd felt and thought for so long with James finally accepting him, gathering Jason 
in his arms after he'd made his confessions and growled curses and wishes in James’ ear. 


Dave was hot though, that was for sure. The intimidation tactics only went so far with Jason but the 
authenticity of Dave's arousal and lust was a turn-on; Jason opened his mouth and took Dave in his mouth, 
sinking lower and lower with the aid of those long fingers still hooked in his hair. Dave hissed and thrust 
forward, pausing, leaving his cock lodged at the back of Jason's throat; it made him want to cough and peel 
himself off, but he managed to check his breathing, swallow and only gag quietly. 


That got Dave going, his hips bucking as he growled again: "That's it, Jason, suck it. Fucking swallow it." 


Jason inched down as far as he could, expending both mental and physical energy to will his throat open, until 
his nose brushed against Dave's pubic hair, his jaw was already sore but he loosened it a bit more and slipped 
his tongue out underneath Dave's cock, sliding across a thick vein and down to his balls. He managed to just 
barely give a tiny lick to the softer, more delicate skin there and Dave cursed loudly and grabbed a handful of 
Jason's hair at the root. It made him wince and sputter and he momentarily struggled not to nick Dave with 


his teeth. 


Still holding his hair in one hand, Dave's other hand cupped the back of Jason's head and kept him locked in 
place, and his voice came out strained, almost sounding agitated: "That's good, you take it good, don't you, 
Jason?" He pulled back enough for Jason to take a deep breath through his nose, then plunged forward again. 
And again. Jason tried to blink tears away from his eyes and divert his attention from his aching jaw and 
battered throat, resorting to reaching a hand down to stroke himself as Dave fucked his mouth. 


Dave's grunts and growls were almost hotter than the actual blowjob, in Jason's opinion, and were another 
thing he could focus on as he let Dave take complete control. He stroked himself slower than Dave was 
thrusting into his mouth, pausing for a moment to slide his fingers through his own drool that had dripped 
down his chin, wrapping those wet fingers around his cock again. As buddy-buddy as Dave and James might 
have been then, Jason had a feeling that James learning that Dave fucked the absolute hell out of him would 
piss him off enough to cause a complete blowout. It wasn't that Jason wanted that really but.it was always 


fun when James flew into a moderately possessive, over-protective frenzy. 


"You like getting your face fucked, Jason?" Dave asked, punctuating the question with a deep grunt and another 
rough slide into Jason's throat. "Stroking yourself, dripping all over my fucking floor..." Jason looked up, blinking 
through wetness. "That's fucking hot--how bad you want it--" 


He couldn't tell if that was a statement or a question, but Jason made himself gag around the head of Dave's 
cock as a sort of answer. Dave's grip on his hair loosened and his hips started to rock with less rhythm, and 


the low groans and grunts became higher pitched, almost desperate sounding to Jason, Jason relinquished his 


own cock and slid his sticky hand up Dave's leg, then moved between them and cupped his balls again as he slid 
one finger gently back over Dave's perineum. 


"Shit, that's fuckin’ it," Dave encouraged, abdomen twitching, thighs shaking. "m gonna come and--fuck--you're 
gonna swallow all of it." 


Okay, Jason could live with that. He let his head fall back a little and relaxed his jaw as best he could, letting 
Dave erratically, though actually a little less aggressively, keep fucking his mouth, the head of his cock 
repeatedly nudging the back of his throat as it furiously dripped precum, Dave's balls tight and hot against the 
heel of his hand. He really had no choice but to swallow when Dave came inside his mouth, his dick so far down 
that his spunk immediately hit the back of his throat. It felt obscene, this hot cum sliding down, him swallowing 
around Dave's dick, squeezing his balls, milking him. 


Dave was breathing hard. He groaned quietly and pulled Jason off him and Jason could then really feel how 
ruined he was, with his throat raw, lips swollen and wet, chin covered in his own spit that was running down 
his neck, eyes still a little bleary with tears. He wasn't going to take everything lying down though--using 
Dave's thighs as support, he shakily stood up and faced him, Dave's eyes closed as his chest heaved. Jason 
wiped drool away from his face with the back of his hand, then clasped his hands around Dave's face and 
kissed him hard. Dave held him back, wrapping his arms around Jason's shoulders and waist, pulling their naked 


bodies together, Dave's wet, limp dick twitching against Jason's wet erection. 


"That was hot," Jason said against Dave's mouth. His voice was wrecked. James would definitely be pissed once 


he heard that; Jason resisted a smirk at the thought. 


"Mm" Dave nipped Jason's bottom lip. "Fuck yeah. Knew you'd be good at sucking dick" Jason's cheeks flared 
even more. Good to know he was building a reputation He held onto Dave as he was backed into the bed, the 
backs of his knees hitting the mattress; Dave dragged his bottom lip through his teeth before he shoved 
Jason back, grabbing his ankles to spread his legs. Jason was getting ready for it, for whatever Dave's version 
of "prep" would be, but Dave patted his knee and stepped away. Jason watched him as he opened a dresser 
drawer, then tossed a bottle of lube onto the bed, smacking Jason in the shoulder. 


"You're ready to go again?" Jason asked warily, eyeing Dave's still-flaccid dick. 


Dave circled his hand around it and stroked, a condom in his other hand, which he also tossed at Jason. Jason 
scooched backwards on the bed as Dave prowled forward, moving between his legs, scratching his blunt nails 
down Jason's thighs and hovering over him. "I will be soon," he purred. "You are hot. Hetfield got some dumb 
fucking luck having you fall for him." He pressed his face against Jason's chest, long, blazing hair tickling his 
chest as Dave bit across his sternum. 


Jason gasped when Dave's tongue flicked over one of his nipples. "You ever feel that way about David?" 


Dave gave a bite at that and Jason whined and thrashed. "Yeah. Yeah, | do." He moved to the other pec and 


sank his teeth in, sucking hard, making Jason arch his back and tug on Dave's hair. "Now stop being smart." 


Dave smacked Jason's flank and reached for the lube, popping the cap and coating his fingers; first, he stroked 
his own cock again, leaving Jason to watch, wide-eyed and astounded at Dave's ability to get it up so 


ferociously and quickly. Maybe Jason was that hot..that was a good thought. 


Spreading his legs wider, Jason exhaled at Dave's deceptively gentle touch over his inner thighs, fingers 
delicately skating over the tender skin, his lubed up fingers creating a trail of slick down to behind one knee. 
Dave hiked one of Jason's legs up onto his shoulder and slid his fingers between his legs abruptly, leaving Jason 
to clutch at the sheets and gasp again. Dave rubbed his cock, almost totally hard again, against Jason's 
elevated thigh and slid two fingers in, Jason whined and shut his eyes, leg twitching against Dave's shoulder, 
fingers digging into the sheets. OF course Dave wouldn't start slow--no, he drove those two fingers in as deep 
as he could and chuckled when he hit Jason's prostate. Jason moaned and turned his head to the side, 
breathing in unfamiliar scents from the sheets, and reached down to jerk himself off, surprised that Dave 


hadn't tried to reprimand him for that yet. 


A third finger and Jason was sweating, breathing heavily and letting out little whiny moans that Dave growled 
To in response; a fourth finger and Jason let out a string of mostly incoherent words and curses mixed with 
Dave's name. His tormentor was pure fire when Jason looked at him, eyes eagerly roaming down his body then 
back up to keep their gazes fixed to one another's, forearm thrusting obscenely between Jason's legs. He could 
feel the back of his knee sweating against Dave's shoulder and his hips buck of their own accord as Dave 


worked his fingers more in than out, driving them deep, and he worried that Dave would try and get his whole 


fist in there. 
Dave leaned over him, bending Jason's leg forward, folding him inward. "You really want this?" 


Jason nodded, reaching out to grab onto any part of Dave he could get, his prostate mercilessly teased, his 
cock leaking against his stomach. "Yeah, yeah, fuck--I want it, Dave," he groaned, squeezing around Dave's 


fingers, grabbing the condom and haphazardly throwing it Dave's way. 


Dave slid his fingers out, rubbing Jason's wet hole as he tore the condom open with his teeth. "Turn over," he 


said, lowering Jason's leg. "Put that ass in the air for me." 


So Jason rolled over onto his elbows and knees, arching his back to do just what Dave ordered, but Dave 
grabbed his hips anyway and pulled his ass up; his dick was slick with lube and sliding along Jason's crack while 
Dave kept the hold on his hips tight and bruising, Jason almost whimpering at how harshly those fingers dug 
into his skin and pressed against his bone. He tossed his head, throwing his hair back over his shoulder, and 
backed up into Dave impatiently, which got him a stinging slap on his ass. 


"Needy skank," Dave said in a low voice, sounding more aroused than punishing, but as he pushed his way inside 
Jason, Jason knew he was in for more rough treatment than just some dirty words. Dave kept them coming 
though, squeezing Jason's hip with one hand, guiding his dick with the other, pressing their bodies together so 
tightly Jason could feel Dave's pubic hair brushing against his ass. "Bet you waited so long for James to fuck 
you--now look at you, a greedy, dirty fucking slut." 


"Yeah, that's me," Jason chided back, reaching down to stroke himself. He didn't know all of this would get him 
so fucking hard and wanton but there he was, getting dicked down by someone who wasn't James, getting 
talked down to like he was dirt. And enjoying it. He took a breath and tensed his body, preparing for whatever 
would happen after his next gloat: "Gotta say though, Dave--James' dick is better.” 


Dave's growl filled the room and shook in Jason's ears. He grabbed a big handful of Jason's curls, tugging at 
first and then yanking his head back, making his body arch painfully; Jason cried out and scrambled, trying to 
find balance as he was lifted backwards, groaning as Dave's hand migrated to his throat and squeezed, keeping 
Jason's backside plastered to him. Despite the new, more compact angle, his thrusts into Jason were wilder and 
harsher, skin smacking together and Jason so stretched he was grateful Dave hadn't been skimpy with the 
lube. 


Another squeeze to his throat came, Jason's Adam's apple bobbing beneath Dave's palm, then plush lips were 
teasing his collar, matched by teeth that just grazed his skin lightly before Dave took a bite into Jason's 
shoulder. It burned and he felt the skin break, not horrifyingly so but enough for the warmth of his own blood 
to seep out, and he groaned when Dave lapped his tongue over it and buried his face against Jason's neck, 
breathing in deep as he bit down there, too. A strong hand grabbed Jason's wrist and pushed him away, Dave 
replacing Jason's hand with his own, wrapping it around his cock and stroking in tandem with his thrusts. 


"Oh fuck, feel that," Dave said softly against Jason's neck. "So hard, so fucking wet for me--you really are a 
slut. Bet you beg for cock every night, don't you?" He sucked on an unblemished space, making Jason whimper 
and whine, then hissed in his ear as he slowed his hips: "Beg for mine." 


Jason reached an arm back, managing to slide his fingers through Dave's hair as he ground his ass back. 
"Come on, Dave," he begged, using the best, most desperate whine he could manage, but he was not going to 


say "please." Not for anyone but James. "Fuck me." 


With that, Dave grunted and shoved Jason face-down, pressing his shoulder into the mattress with one hand, 
smacking his ass with the other before hauling it up higher. Jason moaned, pressing his forehead into the bed, 
and moved to stroke himself again but Dave was faster; he reached around, leaning over Jason's backside, his 
hips pounding so hard that the bed was shaking and Jason felt his bones jumping around in his skin Dave 
stroked his cock so hard it almost hurt, but the extra burn and the hasty friction actually felt just right for 
how viciously his ass was being pounded. He felt out of breath, gasping and moaning into the sheets 
uncontrollably, body left to Dave's lack of mercy and wild, ferocious sexual appetite, head swirling 
thoughtlessly; Dave laid his weight on top of Jason's back and sank down until he was flat on the bed, both of 
his hands on Jason's ass, keeping just that part of him propped up enough to grab and claw into. 


"Get yourself off for me," Dave ordered, huffing and grunting, fingers digging deep into Jason's skin, spreading 


his cheeks as he fucked him. "Come all over my sheets. Leave your fucking mark." 


The head of Jason's cock was rubbing against the sheets but that wasn't enough. Jason grunted and lifted his 
shoulder enough to cram his arm underneath his body and reach down, his fingers explored past his cock, over 
his balls and to the filled, wet space where Dave's cock was fucking into him. He ran his fingertips through the 


little bit of lube he could feel and brought his hand around himself, tight and firm; the position and angle was 
not ideal and Jason's arm was already going numb, but he could mostly wave that off. Dave was slamming into 
him so aggressively that Jason's felt like his entire spine was shaking and he could already feel the bruises of 
fingerprints, handprints and the smacking of hips forming on his skin, it was going to hurt but, in the moment, 


it felt really fucking good to be fucked until every thought in his head disappeared. 


Dave draped himself entirely over Jason's backside again, reached around to cradle his throat, turned his head 
and kissed him all messy and wet, moaning. Jason bit down on Dave's bottom lip as his body reached its limit 
and he came underneath himself, overwhelmed by his hot body on top of his own and the frantic friction of 
his own hand and the sheets. He did what Dave ordered, shooting all over a bed that belonged to someore else, 
making his mark; Dave gasped and groaned, tightening his hold on Jason's neck, and kept kissing him until Jason 


was sure his lips would be bruised, too. 


"Fuck--shit--" Dave sputtered when he gave Jason some air. He rested his chin in the crook of his neck, 


grinding into Jason more than thrusting. "So fucking tight, so good--coming all for me, Jason--knew you fuckin’ 


wanted this." 


If Jason could physically get it up again, he wouldve--that dirty talking was fucking hot coming from Dave's 
mouth, all low growls, the faintness of actual praise in his words that made Jason whimper and lift his hips up 
more, backing into him. Dave's growls began to mix with honest to God whimpers against Jason's collarbone as 


he ground into him, digging his fingers into Jason's side. 


With a tight, rough purr, Dave started to pound into him again, Jason reached back and stroked his fingers 
through Dave's hair: "That's it, Dave, come inside me," he encouraged, a little breathless, very sweaty and 


pinned to the bed, all of his bones and his mind feeling loose like jelly. 


"Shit--fuck, yeah," Dave groaned, sinking his teeth into Jason's neck. His hips smashed into Jason hard and 
stayed there, his grip on his waist painfully tight, and Jason felt his body go slack on top of him, both of them 
pressed together, panting. 


Needing air, Jason wiggled out from under Dave and rolled over onto his back, incidentally right into the wet 

spot he'd made. He groaned quietly, body sore and spent, mind lost in the white ceiling above, ears still acutely 
in tune to Dave's heavy breathing and quiet curses as he recovered. Unexpectedly, Dave pounced on Jason and 
kissed him, taking away whatever breath Jason had left--he held Dave against himself and kissed back, enjoying 
the slowness of it, of how comfortable it all ended up feeling. They didn't fit together how Jason and James fit 
together but, nonetheless, Jason liked the way he and Dave felt together, intertwined, the rough play over with 


and the lazy post-sex haze like a cozy net around them. 


"That was fucking hot," Dave said affectionately, rolling over onto his side, tracing the bite on Jason's shoulder. 


"You're fun" 


Jason laughed. "Thanks." He gazed over Dave's long, relaxed body, all flushed and sweaty. "You're hot. A little 
scary but.l think | proved | can handle you." 


Dave laughed a little. It was an open, easy laugh that made Jason smile. "Yeah, | think you proved it” He sat up 
and sighed, running his hands through his hair, darkened with sweat. "| need a fucking shower, man" Jason hung 
back, perfectly fine to wait for his turn but, as Dave stood up he turned and commanded attention again with 


a raised eyebrow and the beginning of an expectant, mischievous little sneer: "You coming?" 


Jason hauled himself up. He didn't think he could take Dave on again, certainly not standing up, but touching, 
maybe kissing some more, underneath hot water and soap bubbles seemed like a pretty good deal. 


-N- 


As silly and as strange as it may have been, sitting in the black leather passenger seat of the rental car, the 
luxe space reeking of new car-scented air freshener and leather, did make David feel like James was driving 
him home from a date. Except instead of dropping him off at his parent's house like James might have done 
had they gone out as teenagers, James was bringing him back home to Dave, who was really his true home. 
Despite all the rough days and nights of being broke and basically homeless, stupidly drunk in an effort to 
shove away hard feelings, way too many drugs and way too little sleep, David loved Dave and everything they'd 
been through more than anything. As far as he was concerned, there was nothing and no one like the two of 


them together, as a pair, as partners, as their forever-people. 
| bet Jason will be happy to see you," David said casually, trying to break the tension hanging in the air. It 
wasn't bad tension--actually, it was a little sad. Maybe bittersweet. David liked James and wouldn't mind seeing 


him again, even if it didn't involve sex; he just wasn't confident Dave would be willing or able to maintain this 


reunion with him. 


James smiled a little. "Yeah. | hope so." He looked truly pensive for a moment, eyes on the road: "Hope Dave 


didn't go too hard on him." 

David thought about that. It'd been a little while since they'd gotten rough with each other and sometimes he 
missed it, whether it was him on top or Dave, it didn't matter. Dave was born and raised with unprecedented 
aggression and ferocity and, even when it hurt and left both of them bleeding, playing with that in the 
bedroom was usually intoxicatingly fun. "Do you ever get rough with him? With Jason?" David asked, curious as 
to how verbally vulnerable James would be willing to get with him in the light of day. 

James' eyes darted to the side, at David, for a second. "Rough how?" 

"You know, during sex." 

"Hm. Not usually. | think | did that enough before." 

Oops. Maybe David shouldn't have asked. "Oh." 


If you Two ever got talking, I'm sure you could swap stories for hours," James told him, no hostility in his 


voice, only honesty. "Look at what you have in common, with Dave and me." 


"You guys aren't all bad," David assured him. "Last night was.." He trailed off, trying to find the right word, 


landing on, "Special." 


That got James to smile again. "I think so too." 


Pulling up in the driveway, David was glad to be back home again, though still a little sad to see James--and 
Jason--leave. He was looking forward to hearing about what Dave and Jason had gotten up to, having grown 
far more curious than concerned, but even more looking forward to falling into bed and taking a long nap. 

James had wiped him out so severely that not even the multiple cups of coffee earlier in the day had been 


enough to keep David going. 


James put the car in park and turned to the side, unbuckling his seat belt. "Since | don't know when we'll see 
each other again," he started to say, looking a little bashful and a little excited all at once, cheeks and lips pink, 


blue eyes electric. "Can | kiss you again?" 


David unbuckled himself, maybe a little too quickly and eagerly because James chuckled; they leaned over the 
center console a little awkwardly, James reaching to hold David's cheek and David reaching out to place one 
hand on James’ thigh. The kiss was soft and sweet and they both let it linger, then James parted his lips just a 
bit and David had to stop himself from crawling over into his lap. 


"Thanks," James said when they broke apart. 


"You know, | really didn't expect you to be this way," David admitted, admiring James' face for one last time 
while they were still alone. "I thought you'd be intimidating or maybe even mean. But that was one of the best 
dates I've ever been on" James blushed in the driver's seat and David added for good measure: "You're a real 
gentleman" 


James laughed. "On rare occasions." He reached over and squeezed David's hand. "Okay, let's go get our guys. 


Inside, David couldn't see Dave and Jason but he could hear them jabbering away in the kitchen, the 
conversation lively, bright and peppered with Dave's rough, gritty laugh and Jason's giggles and snorts. David 
had to smile a little to himself at that--if Metallica and Megadeth really could get along, that would be as if 
the entire world changed. He liked the idea of it. 


James smirked at David, squared his shoulders and marched into the kitchen: "What are you two fuckers up 
to?" 


Dave was in front of the stove, Jason standing nearby with a coffee mug in his hand. "James, | think your 
boyfriend likes me more," Dave gloated, not even turning away from the eggs he was frying to look at his 


once-nemesis. 


"Oh, is that so?" James asked, sidling up to Jason and wrapping an arm around him. Jason held the mug out, 


wobbling as James wrapped his other arm around him and squeezed him. "Is that right, Jase?" 


"Right now, yes," Jason replied, but he giggled when James nuzzled into the side of his neck "Don't make me 


spill this all over you, James." 


David went up to Dave at the stove and rested his chin on his shoulder, looking at the sloppy yellow mess of 
scrambled eggs. Dave smelled good when David turned his head and the tip of his nose brushed through his 
hair. Familiar--like warm, spicy-sweet soap and the own scent of his body that David had gotten so used to 
that he could probably sniff Dave out like a bloodhound if he never needed to. "You're cooking?" 


"Maybe a litle late for breakfast," Dave answered, taking a pause on the eggs to turn and take David in his 


arms. "But we woke up late. And Jason's kinda hungover." 
"Oh?" James quipped, still smothering his boyfriend, keeping him wrapped up. 
"Kind of," Jason stressed and lifted the mug of coffee to his lips, seemingly unfazed by James’ hold on him. 


"What about you?" Dave asked, then kissed David on the lips. It felt nice, gentle, like Dave was saying "welcome 
home." His eyes narrowed when his gaze traveled down David's face to his neck and he whipped around to face 


James: "You gave him hickies? What are you, 12 years old?" 


Jason's eyes widened; James only rolled his: "Jesus fuck, Dave. Jason's shirt is only hiding so much. It looks like 
you gnawed him half to death" He tugged at the neckline of Jason's shirt, trying to peek beyond. "You better 


hope there's nothing else." 


Dave smirked, but his face fell into a scowl quickly, eyes darting over David again, David took the spatula away 
from him before the eggs could completely overcook, turning off the burner and ignoring Dave's scrutiny of 
his bruised, bitten neck and throat. "You said | could do whatever | wanted," he reminded Dave with a little 
smile half-hidden by his hair. OF course Dave spotted that little smile, hawk-eyed and ever vigilant, and kissed 
David hard, possessively, the movement of his lips and tongue telling each other that no matter what, they 
belonged together. 


Curiosity overriding trepidation, David looked back to James and Jason and asked, "How much longer are you in 


LA for?" 


"Just tonight," Jason answered, shrugging James off him to get more coffee. "Not enough time to 
do this again." 


He couldn't tell if Jason's voice held disdain or regret or resentment but, not wanting anyone to harbor any 
hard feelings toward, admittedly, him, David perked up at the statement, the need to rectify and remedy 
having come to life. He watched Dave plate the eqgs--when was the last time they had a real breakfast like 
that? He didn't like to think that swinging, of all things, was the way to revive the little romanticisms of their 
relationship. Anyway, Dave just normally wasn't that polite, but Jason was charming and cute, if it were David, 


he would've cooked the other bassist breakfast, too. 


"Jason, | wanna show you a record | think you'd like. If you haven't heard it already," David said, that record 


being his own impending little monologue of worry, sidling up to him and scooting him out of the kitchen while 


ignoring whatever looks James and Dave might be giving them. Safely out of earshot in the hallway beyond, 
David sighed and leaned back against the wall. "Are you okay?" 


Jason knitted his brow a little but managed to keep a smile on his face. "Yeah, man. Why? Are you okay?" 


"Yeah, yes, we, uh, had a good time," David said. It sounded weird to say that out loud to Jason He laughed a 
little, trying to ease his own nerves. "I don't think either of us were that into this before, y'know? So--so did 


Dave, like--| mean, was he nice?" 


Jason laughed loudly, tossing his hair back. It wasn't a sarcastic laugh though, thankfully, David could hear the 
real humor in it and it made him chuckle quietly in turn. "I don't know if ‘nice’ is the word I'd use," he said, 
leaning back against the wall next to David. "We kind of came to an understanding, or maybe an agreement, that 
we were both happy with, | guess." He paused for a moment then added, "He was sort of nice after. It was all 


fun, David. Honestly. I'm okay." 
David sighed. "Oh, good." 


Jason playfully bumped David's shoulder with his own. "I'm not mad about you and James, if that's really what 
you're getting at. | wouldn't have given him the green light if | wasn't completely sure." 


"Okay," David giggled when Jason jostled him again, all reassuring smiles and light, bright eyes. "He loves you a 


lot." 


"He does. | think it took me a while to learn how James shows love. Dave loves you a lot, David" Jason sighed, 


looking sideways to meet David's eyes again. "How'd they get so lucky?" 


"How dd they get so lucky?" David agreed. "Dave didn't even really have to do anything for me. Maybe it's just 
being in the same place at the same time all the time. | mean, you spend that much time with someone..." No, 
it was more than that. It had to be. For all of them. "Or maybe it's part of our destiny or whatever," he 


added, trying to make it seem more like a casual after-thought than a proclamation 


"Maybe," Jason agreed, smiling at him again, though David wasn't sure which part he agreed with. He bounced 
forward from the wall: "I had fun. I'm glad you did too, David, honestly. Anything to reunite, | guess.’ 


David laughed. "Right on, anything" 


They were barely inside James’ hotel room when Jason was pressed up against the back of the door with the 
laminated, framed map of the building for "in case of fire" digging into his back, and with James kissing him 
hard and laying their bodies tight together. Jason made a little noise of surprise and instinctively resisted at 
first; James being all over him earlier, in front of other people, people he'd berated and been in some sort of 


internal competition with for years, had been a little surprising, too. Jason had rolled with it, used to having to 


embrace a certain lack of control when it came to James even if, finally, it had become mostly pleasurable. 
Still, PDA wasn't really either of their styles. At least James had saved the makeout session for the hotel 


room, but Jason couldn't stop a scraggly thread of worry from circling in his heart. 


James slid his hands up past Jason's shirt. His palms were warm but they made Jason shiver anyway, and he 
was already getting hard with James rubbing their thighs together. James' touches had never stopped setting 
his body alight in an instant and he hoped they never would. He whimpered slightly when James teased one 
ripple as he slid his other hand down and rubbed his bulge, strained and warm beneath his jeans; James: lips 
didn't move from Jason's, the kissing getting wetter and sloppier and James was letting out deep, quiet moans 
that nearly made Jason come in his pants. 


There was a stupid, squawking voice of doubt that Jason had to address, though. He turned his head, James’ 
lips landing on his jaw, and put his hands on James' waist: "Hey, wait--you don't have to, like, make it up to 
me." James’ face fell as Jason said it and he felt a dull stab of pain in his gut; but James kept silent so he 
went on, trying his best to match the words to his thoughts, to hopefully explain himself clearly enough. 
Sometimes he and James got away with few words, sometimes none at all--he needed it to be another time 
like that. He needed to be heard without having to shout. "| mean, you being all over me earlier, and right now- 


-it's not like you have to put on a show or something. It's fine. I'm fine." 


James’ face looked pensive, a little hard, and he was silent for another moment, finally breaking the tension 


with: "Goddammit, Jase, are you? Are you fine?" 


Jason slumped back against the door, letting that frame dig into his shoulder blade. "| mean, yeah, | think so." 
James was gently rubbing his arm, Jason sighed. "I don't think it's about you and David, or about me and Dave. 
| think it's more than that." He looked into James’ eyes, not wanting to say the rest, hopeful and a little 


desperate for James to get the message. 


"Jesus, Jase," James said, this time with a little laugh. Jason sighed again, relieved. James pulled him into a hug, 


stroking his hair, holding him tight. "None of us are goin’ anywhere. None of us, ‘kay?" 
Jason pressed his face into James's chest. "Don't make promises you can't keep, Het" 


James scoffed, laughed. The gentle rumble made Jason feel better, nuzzling James against his shirt, breathing 
in his scent, content to stay there a while. James still had other ideas, one of his hands straying from holding 
Jason to sliding down his side, squeezing his ass: "Now can we fuck? l'm not fuckin’ groveling, | fucking want 


you." He tilted Jason's chin up. "You want me?" 


Jason took in a sharp breath. It was so easy to be put under a spell by James; he wouldn't want it any other 
way. "Yeah, always," he replied, the answer so easy to say; easy to kiss away the little smirk on James’ soft, 
warm lips, too, the fragmented taste of coffee and salt still palpable. 


They got handsy again, feeling each other up through their clothes as Jason nudged James gradually 


backwards until he landed back on the bed. He looked up at Jason, blue eyes oceanic pools on a foggy morning, 


eyes that commanded Jason on so, so many occasions but, while in the artificial chill of the hotel room that 
still smelled like sex that he hadn't been a part of, he could tell that James was giving up in that moment. That 
was a rare but welcome occurrence. Then, as Jason crawled over him, smoothing his hands up his body slowly 
as he dipped down to kiss him, it was different. More intense, like James didn't just want it, but needed it. 
Needed Jason Needed it to be the two of them again. 


James was pliant as Jason stripped him--shirt first, pulled excitedly but carefully over his head and tossed 
aside, leaving his upper body bare and ready for Jason to stoke and kiss. He mouthed his way down the center 
of his torso, James voicing little breaths and murmurs of encouragement at each kiss and lick, until he was 
right in front of the big, hard bulge straining to get out. Jason stroked one finger down the fly and James 
reached down to undo it himself; Jason swatted his hand away and unbuttoned, unzipped, and pulled the derim 
down James’ long legs, the hems caught on his shoes, which went next. Finally, James was naked and Jason was 


still crouched at the foot of the bed, smoothing his hands up his strong, pale thighs. 
James kicked one foot impatiently against the bed. "Come on, Newsted. Get naked." 
Jason laughed. "You in a rush?" 


"Little bit" James wrapped one leg around Jason's thighs as he stood up, getting rid of his shirt. "Told you | 
want you, didn't |?" 


Jason held James’ leg with one hand and shimmied his jeans off with the aid of the other; James growled 
playfully and tightened his hold on him, nearly knocking Jason face-down onto him. "Hold your horses, Hetfield," 
Jason teased but went on with ridding himself of his underwear anyway. James sat up and wrapped his arms 
around him, centering himself with Jason's abdomen, licking all over his skin like a cat. Jason giggled at the soft 
tongue and mustache tickling him and threaded his fingers through his hair, tugging a bit as James stretched 
one hand between them and started to stroke his dick. 


James kept one hand wrapped firm around Jason's shaft as he licked one long stripe up his abdomen, following 
the shallow crease between his abs; Jason stuttered wordlessly and toyed with James' hair, eyes closed as he 
started to lose himself in the touches and kisses that James knew just how to give right. He'd been a fast 
learner, quick to take note of what got Jason to another plane of existence, always ready to use his charm, his 
hands and his mouth to make Jason plead his name. But with James pawing and mouthing at him, it seemed like 
Jason was going to be hearing his own name in a crescendo and a low roar, James silently asking for something 


that Jason would probably always be ready to give. 


Suddenly James was gone and Jason whined when he was met with air, but upon opening his eyes James had 
inched further up the bed, sprawled out on his back, and he patted the space next to him. 


"Comfortable?" Jason teased, bopping his forehead against James' when they were eye-to-eye. 


James grinned and touched their noses together. "| want you on top of me," he said, voice a deep, soft purr, 


and pulled Jason against him so he was almost smothered. He nuzzled into the crook of Jason's neck, pressing 


delicate little kisses to his skin before giving a single, tentative bite. "Dave really marked you up. | thought you 
only wanted me doing that." 


"Honestly," Jason said, giggling when James nipped at his shoulder. "| thought coming back to you bruised and 
bitten might get you riled up. | sort of expected you to deck Dave in the face earlier but--" He paused, 


cupping James’ face and meeting his eyes. "You kinda let me down" 


James only chuckled and stuck his tongue out. “Sorry, Jase," he said and swiped his tongue over Jason's throat. 
"IFs kinda hot. Still would've rather made ‘em myself, though." He nipped at Jason's neck again. "Can | mark you 
up now?" Instead of waiting for an answer, James bit down and sucked hard, making Jason moan and grind into 


him. 


He'd almost forgotten they were naked. Jason couldn't remember the last time he and James had been so 
intimate, truly intimate, that they'd zoned in on each other so closely that they'd neglected the actual sex 
aspect of sex. He straddled James’ thigh and tossed his hair back, letting James go to town with searing kisses 


and playful bites, painting his neck and chest with teeth marks and hickeys. 


James hummed and traced a finger over Jason's flushed chest, looking pleased. "So pretty." He looked up and 
tilted his head as he studied Jason's face, his hands wandering to grab his hips. "Your lips are all red. Makes 
you look like Snow White." 


Jason rolled his eyes, but it was cute. That was something a very drunk James would say, not a sober James 


in the middle of the afternoon. "What does that make you? A dwarf?" 
James lightly smacked his hip. "No, I'm the prince." 
"Oh," Jason said softly, bending down to kiss him, gently grinding against his thigh. "What does the prince want?" 


"Hmm." James held Jason tighter, sinking the two of them into more kisses. Out of everyone he'd ever kissed, 
James was by far Jason's favorite--his kisses were usually unexpectedly slow and intentional, deep and hungry. 
He loved when James would laugh a little, a soft, husky rumble from his chest, when Jason would bite his 
bottom lip or suck on his tongue. Even more unexpected was the look of clear, open desire and, Jason 


concluded, not entirely lost innocence on James' face when they broke apart. 


‘| want you to own me," James said, reaching between them with one hand, urging Jason forward with the 
other. He lined them up, wrapping his big hand around both their cocks and Jason groaned, looking down to see 


his own precum dribble over James' fingers. "Cause even if you don't believe it all the time, you do." 


Jason could have come just from hearing that. He gave James another kiss then, as he pulled back, a string of 


saliva connecting their lips for a moment, he slid two fingers into his mouth. "Yeah?" 


Without hesitation, James nodded and swirled his tongue around Jason's fingers before starting to suck on 


them, their eyes locked. He even moaned a little and Jason moaned quietly in response, louder when James 


started to buck his hips up and slide their cocks together again. Watching James’ pink lips wrap around his 
fingers, his tongue slide around all hot and wet, and looking into those sky blue eyes was making Jason come 
undone steadily, warm precum a steady stream around both of them, his hips stuttering all on their own, 
unwilling to let go so soon, he groped for James' arm, taking hold of his wrist and pinning it over his head while 


he slid his fingers deeper inside his mouth, deep enough for James to gag. 


"Fuck, that's hot," Jason uttered and did it again, feeling all that saliva slick around his fingers, some trickling 
past James' lips and down his chin He offered a quiet purr of “good boy" and James sucked harder, never 
taking his eyes off Jason's, the magnetic gaze between them making Jason shiver and sweat at the same time. 
Once he slid his fingers out, James spread his legs and arched up, probably only keeping his wrist pinned for 
Jason's own benefit; Jason rewarded him with his lips pressed against his neck, able to feel how his breath 
hitched and his throat tightened, while Jason moved his hand between his legs and teased his wet fingers over 


James’ inner thighs. 


James let out a slightly exaggerated whimper; Jason chuckled against his neck and kissed his way up to his 
mouth, sliding his tongue past his lips and letting James lap at and suck on it. James' free hand found its way 
to Jason again, smoothing up the shallow hollow of his back to the nape of his neck, long fingers gently 
scratching and making Jason giggle. But if James wanted Jason to own him, he was going to do just that. He let 
James massage and tickle his neck and scalp while Jason tickled his inner thighs, making little wet trails all over 
that soft, fair skin until James was spreading his legs wider and moaning softly into his mouth. Jason let go of 
James' pinned wrist to grab his cock, still rock-hard, ready to reward the surprising amount of patience he 
had shown. 


James moaned louder; Jason's index finger sliding steadily inside him only made that moan crescendo even 
greater, the deep, raw sound from James’ chest and throat filling the room. With a slight twist of his hand 
around James’ cock, he felt precum flow over his fingers and down the back of his hand while James threw 
his head back against the sheets and turned to the side, eyes closed and chest heaving. It was an even bigger 
ego boost that Jason knew no one else ever saw James like that, spread out, desperate, wet and wanton, 


extraordinarily gorgeous in his openness and vulnerability. Even better that no one else probably ever would. 


"Want more?" Jason asked, voice soft, teasing. He just barely stroked James' prostate and James keened, 
arching his back and reaching out to grope for Jason, his hands landing on his waist. Jason leaned forward and 
let James stroke over his ribs and down to his hip bones, letting out a heavy breath when his cock got some 
attention again, James’ warm hand wrapping around it again. "Yeah, you want more," Jason affirmed and slid 


another finger in, groaning quietly at how wet and tight James was around him. 


"God, Jase," James moaned, drawing his name out, sliding his palm through Jason's precum to lube him up, 
resuming stroking him messily. The angle they had configured together was awkward but was keeping each 
other close, all the stroking messy but good; his wildness had Jason's hips twitching just like his dick, glad to be 
touched at all, happy that James was so overwhelmed that he couldn't do anything with grace, just lie back 
and try to hump Jason's fingers and buck up into Jason's hand at the same time. 


"Yeah, James?" Jason cooed, hunching down to nuzzle into his neck. He was getting close, his balls rubbing over 
James' hard thigh as he was stroked and fondled, the tip of James' thumb repeatedly skimming over his slit 
and the head of his cock, James’ other hand sliding down his side and around to grab his ass and squeeze one 
cheek, the threat of finger-shaped bruises only making Jason's impending orgasm curl inside his guts more 


intensely. 


"Jase--I--" James’ words were broken with a whine, then a growl as Jason added a third finger. Yeah, James 
could take it, and he wanted it, grinding up and down as his cock pulsed and twitched in Jason's hand, so hard 
and hot, the steady drip of it making Jason's brain fuzz out with his own desperation. He pushed his fingers in 


as deep as they would go, stroking and curling, and James gasped and tried again: "|--fuck--Jason, mm--| lo--" 


Jason's head swam, his body surged with heat and the very word that James was having trouble getting out, 
so Jason said it himself: "I love you too, James," he breathed against his neck, biting down, blonde hair in his 
mouth, stuck to his jaw, as James tightened around his fingers, his hand gripped Jason's ass hard and came all 
over his hand and both their bellies. The shaking and moaning, Jason's name repeatedly falling from James: lips, 
sent him rolling forward, humping James’ thigh, wrapping his own hand around James' to stroke himself harder 
until he came too, tipping his chin up to ravage James’ lips and choke each other on their own moans and 


gasps. 


Slowly, Jason slid his fingers out and laid down next to James, their legs still wound together. They were both 
covered in sweat and cum, messy and sticky and screaming for a shower, but Jason couldn't get up just yet. 
James didn't seem to want to either--he rolled over onto his side and curled into Jason, hooking one long leg 
over his body, still shaking a little and breathing hard. Jason held him and pet his hair, always entranced by 
how gold it looked in certain light, how it shimmered when he threaded his fingers through it, how it felt so 
fine and delicate against his skin. 


"You're mine," James announced against Jason's shoulder. 


"As long as you're mine, too," Jason replied, twirling another strand of gold hair around his finger. "You 


promised." 


James growled playfully and nipped at his collarbone; Jason laughed and kissed the top of his head. That was 


enough. 


-\/- 


Dave seemed far from hungover after "breakfast" and some hair of the dog that bit him, David partaking in a 
late-morning beer himself, the few empties strewn about the kitchen and the last empty sitting by Dave's 
feet on the floor. Just like old times, really. David leaned into him on the couch, not paying attention to the 
flashing colors on the TV but to the breaths of his partner, to the slept-in, barely-fresh scent of his hair and 
clothes. It smelled like them. He took a deep breath against Dave's shirt and wrapped his arms around him, 
resting his cheek on his shoulder; Dave gave a contented little hum in response and tilted his head to the side, 


sending a wave of orange over David's face. 


"You know," he started to say, turning to look into David's eyes. "You were right--l did lie about you saying 


James’ name in your sleep." 


"Dear God, Dave, you talked about that agan?" David asked, shoving him a little. "That was like, bedroom talk 


between me and James." 


Dave set his beer down, shoved David back onto the couch and leaned over him. "I wasn't completely lying. You 
said it once." He smirked and played with a strand of David's hair; from David's perspective, Dave looked 
delicious, like a bowl of strawberries and cream personified, and David wanted to eat him up. "I thought I'd play 


that up for him. It seemed to really stroke his ego. As if he needs any fucking more of that, right?" 
David squirmed, reaching out to run his hands up Dave's sides. "You're such a dick." 


"But I'm all yours, baby," Dave replied, sinking his lower body down between David's legs, pressing their hips 
together, their bulges rubbing together. Dave could get hard if the wind blew a certain way; it was never hard 
for David to get hard in turn with Dave's abrasive, domineering state of being always able to get him hot and 
bothered at a moment's notice. 


Dave never broke eye contact, the sharp, bright hazel of his irises deep as the earth itself: "There's no one 
else like me and you." With that, he kissed David deep and slow, an open-mouthed kind of punctuation to his 


declaration. 


David kissed him back with perfectly matched intention, feeling Dave's ribs through his shirt, skating back down 
to his hip bones half-covered in denim, groping the flesh, muscle and warmth of the one person that would 
always, no matter what, be his. When both their mouths were wet with each other's saliva and Dave's lips 
were the color of summer-ripe berries, David was affectionately manhandled away from the couch and into 
the bedroom, Dave srickering and shoving his nose through his hair as he pushed him forward, David's heart 


racing like he was a virgin all over again. 


Dave was always obvious about knowing how hot he was so David didn't say it all that often anymore, though 
he made a mental note to start doing it again. With Dave sprawled out, clothes gown and fully naked on their 


bed, his body like divinely sculpted marble, hair like waves of the hottest, slickest flames, he had to say it. 


Naked himself, their meeting bodies like cream and toffee, David asked quietly, more to the air than to Dave, 
"Who the fuck made you?" 


Dave snickered some more. "God?" 


David's kisses on Dave's neck made the snickers turn to quiet, encouraging moans. "I know you're joking," he 


said, kissing along his throat, feeling his Adam's apple jump. "But | think you're right." 
Dave groaned and tugged on David's hair. "You don't need to sweet-talk me, just fuck me." 


It was David's turn to snicker. Usually Dave only asked for that on the bad days, the days when they were 
both ready to pull their own hair out and Dave was seconds away from smashing things and ruining his throat 
from screaming. Having him ask--demand-~for it freely, with nothing but love in the room, made David's heart 


skip a beat. 


‘lm gonna take my time," he told Dave, running the tip of his nose down his chest, nuzzling him. "You're just 
gonna have to deal with it" 


As David licked along one pec and gently bit down on Dave's nipple, he grunted and tugged on David's hair again. 
"Fine, I'll deal with it, Junior." Another bite, another grunt, more airy and desperate. "| know you'll make it worth 


the wait." 


He would, knowing better than anyone what Dave liked, what made him squirm and beg, what made him cry 
out, covered in sweat, David's name aching in his mouth. David moved smoothly, slowly, sliding the tip of his 
tongue down Dave's abdomen, through the patch of amber fuzz around his navel, finally to his pubic hair and 
that hard cock standing at attention already, poking David in the chest. They both laughed a little, cut off when 
Dave groaned as David gripped the base of his cock in hand and dragged his tongue up its length. David loved 
everything about Dave and couldn't really remember a time when he didn’t, and his dick was no exception. 
David wasn't sure he'd ever seen one so pretty, having almost a delicateness to it despite the body attached 
to it far from delicate; but its fairness, pale pink hue and even pinker head, and the rust-colored pubic hair 
had become mouthwatering to David. Getting down and sucking Dave off had never been something he really 


ever objected to--feeling Dave's hands in his hair and the breathless moans of encouragement made it all the 


better. 


Even though Dave would complain, David knew he liked when they took things slow, on the few occasions that 
they did. He held Dave's shaft steady and licked all over it ahead, feeling a vein flutter beneath his tongue, then 
opened his hand enough to lick all the way down and to Dave's balls, full and warm. When he tongued them, 
Dave groaned softly and fisted one hand in the sheets, the other pushing his own hair back from his face, 
nose upturned, lips parted and ful. It was a nice view, prompting David to slyly reach down and stroke himself 
slowly in tandem with his teasing, long licks over Dave's cock. His tongue finally swirled around the head and 


Dave growled and propped himself up, able to reach down and pull on David's hair. 


"Come on, Junior," Dave encouraged in a low voice. "Enough teasing.” 


"You say that," David replied, hiding his smirk behind Dave's dick. "But you like it" He dragged the tips of his 
teeth down his shaft; Dave groaned again and tossed his head back, his hold in David's hair loosening. When 
David had first discovered Dave had a thing for teeth, it had been an accident, a side-effect of being new to 
sucking dick, and he'd expected to get shoved off, maybe even punched, but Dave had growled and nearly come 
as David had nipped him. He'd never asked for it--David had learned when to pepper in the use of his teeth 


and how hard, depending on both of their moods, forever surprised by how much Dave loved it and praised 


him for it. 


This was no different. Dave moaned loud and rough, spread his legs and tightened his fingers in David's hair. 
"Fuck yes, do that again," he rasped out, the gritty vocals turning David on so much he was half-thinking about 
humping against the bed. 


He gave in to Dave and dragged his teeth down his shaft again while he cupped his balls and smoothed the pad 
of his thumb over that delicate skin, pride swelling as he listened to Dave's increasingly free and careless 
moans and curses--the Junior Effect. Dave, drunk and high, once told David that he had the Junior Effect, 
which was basically just David existing. When he looked at Dave, when he smiled at Dave, when he laughed, 
when he played, when he sarg, all of it had apparently entranced Dave so much and so fervidly that he'd 
dubbed the enchantment the Junior Effect. It came to mind as he sucked Dave's dick and he started to chuckle 
a little, Dave huffed and thrashed one arm to the side, fingers clutching at the sheets again, the other hand 
still hooked in David's hair. 


Dave's cock was dripping wet, David gave another long, sloppy lick for good measure, bubbling spit at the head, 
and wrapped his hand around it as he slid back up the bed. Dave looked so gone, it was unbelievably hot--eyes 
half-closed, a little crease between his brows and his lips parted and puffy from kisses, cheeks flushed, skin 
shiny with sweat. So, so gone and still begging for more. 


He pulled David into a kiss, bucking his hips up as David jerked him off lazily, reaching one hand down to stroke 
his cock, too. They stroked each other and made out messily until Dave was pulling David on top of him; he let 
Dave move his body as he reached over to the nightstand, retrieving the lube, and the look on Dave's face 
when it was in view was priceless. 


"Damn, you're eager," David remarked, popping the cap. His cock twitched as Dave watched him with wide, wet 
eyes while David slicked his cock up, his thighs around Dave's hips. David leaned down and kissed his cheek: "You 
must've missed me." 


Dave grunted in response, his usual sneer making a comeback on his lips, and lifted one of David's legs up so he 
could roll over. He rested his head on his elbows, arms crossed underneath himself, and lifted his hips, propping 
his ass up, and brought one knee forward. David didn't even dare touch himself with that view--that level of 
perfection would send him straight over the edge if he did. 


He leaned over Dave and molded himself to his backside, nosing his way through the soft, slightly smoky ginger 
waves. "Yeah, you missed me real bad," David teased into his ear, giving the lobe a nip before sliding back and 


kneeling between Dave's legs, grabbing his thighs to squeeze, then quickly giving one cheek a smack. 


Dave let out a guttural sort of grunt and arched his back even more, lifting his ass up into David's hands. 
David rubbed the patch of searing strawberry skin soothingly, parting his cheeks with his thumbs; Dave 
squirmed and grunted again, cool air gliding over that sensitive skin, and David wasted no time in bending down, 
hunkering down low. He stuck his tongue out and dragged it up over Dave's balls to his perineum, letting it 
linger there a moment to tease just a bit more, then to Dave's hole, another rosy shade of pink, Dave moaned 
and backed his ass up into David's face the instant there was contact. David kept going, licking up through his 
crack to the subtle dip in his lower back. 


"David." Dave moaned quietly. If he ever used David's actual name, it was a fairly monumental moment. The 


Junior Effect in full force, David thought. 


David sucked on his own fingers, letting spit glide over them until they were shiny, and parted Dave's cheeks 
with one hand again He slid his index finger in slowly, molding himself to Dave's back, Dave exhaling hard and 
David groaning quietly next to his ear. Dave was so tight, always so tight, that David was always left to 
wonder how he'd even get inside him. But when Dave wanted it, he wanted it bad, and he didn't have any 
qualms about pushing past David's concerns, almost literally, and sitting himself down on his cock. David didn't 
really have any qualms about that either, not when he felt Dave's body around his own 


David kissed Dave's temple, then slithered back down. He wanted to watch his fingers slide in and out and see 
Dave get gradually more open for him, body prostrate in front of him, everything about his body language 
telling David, more, more, more. He bit the swell of Dave's ass gently as he thrust his finger in to the hilt, 
sliding it out and rubbing over Dave's hole with the pads of his fingers before sliding two in. Dave moaned into 
the mattress, muffled, his hair all around his shoulders and face; David curled his fingertips and massaged his 
prostate, relishing in all the moans and the writhing of Dave's hips. 


Suddenly Dave roared and tossed his head back, in turn throwing his ass back onto Junior's fingers: "Fuck me 


already, Junior!" 
David only fingered him deeper and harder and slapped his ass. "So needy today, Dave. Maybe | should hang out 
with James more often" It was just a joke, really, but the whine Dave let out had David pausing for a second, 


intrigued. 


"No," Dave whined again. That really got David's attention, his intrigue turning to a bit of alarm when Dave let 


out a ragged groan. 


David tenderly stroked his prostate again. "Oh, Dave," he cooed, stroking his thigh. "You're jealous? So funny, 


you seemed so excited to whore me out before." 


Dave lifted his upper body up and twisted around to glare at David: "| didn't--" 


David slid his fingers out and stroked Dave's thigh again before crawling up over his backside. "I'm joking," he 
assured him, turning Dave's face to his and kissing him long and slow, taking the time to taste each other, to 
feel the wetness of each other's tongues. David trailed his lips down Dave's jaw, reaching between them to 
grope blindly for the lube, lifting himself up just long enough to coat his cock in slick wetness and line himself 
up. Dave arched his back, silently begging for David to connect with him again, he did that, pressing his chest 
against Dave's upper back, and nudged the head of his cock over his hole. Finally, slowly, he started to fill him, 
and Dave grunted and moaned, shoulders shaking a bit. 


"Fuck me, David," he choked out, voice all desperate and rough. David needed more, too--he held onto Dave's leg 
and rolled them both onto their sides, keeping his firm, fair thigh propped up in his hand as he inched as deep 
as they could both go. Normally Dave would object to that position, feeling too exposed, splayed open in the air 
like that and too man-handled, but he only sighed and relaxed back against David's chest, giving him a mouthful 
of red hair. 


"How's it feel?" David asked softly, nuzzling Dave's cheek with his nose, slowly lowering his leg and pushing his 
knee up, mimicking the same position as before, but he kept one hand on Dave's neck, keeping their faces 


turned to each other's and close, sharing the air, David wanting to touch him as much as possible. 
Dave grunted and bucked back against him. "Would feel better if you'd actually fuckin’ move." 


David tucked some hair behind Dave's ear and gently pressed his mouth against the shell. "What if | don't 


wanna move?" 
"Junior," Dave growled out, a warning but a futile one with him being cascaded and pinned by David. 


"Did you miss me?" David teased, whispering in Dave's ear, just barely grinding against him. Now that he had 
Dave, he wasn't going to let him get what he wanted so easily. Apparently, there was nothing like a romp in the 


hay with another man to make the grass seem so much greener. 


Dave gave an almost imperceptible nod, David gave a single, shallow thrust and Dave moaned quietly, letting his 
head drop forward. David circled his shoulders and carefully held his throat, pulling him back as he continued 
to tease: "Did you miss sleeping next to me?" 


"Junior," Dave groaned, no longer in threat but almost in agony. 


David thrust again, always excited when Dave was way closer to the edge than him. The flattery was endless 
when Dave couldn't get enough of him and would demand and beg or, like then, he became a near-silent, putty 


mess in David's hands. 


"You need me to take care of you, don't you, Dave?" David asked, building a bit of a rhythm for the two of 
them. Dave was quivering around him, tightening and relaxing sporadically, uncontrolled, his skin burning hot and 


damp with both their sweat, flushed a peony pink. David waved some hair away from his shoulder and licked 


Dave's collar to his neck, the hold on his throat still placid, just enjoying the feeling of Dave swallowing 
stubbornly, still not willing to respond, at least not verbally. 


"Dave?" David cooed in his ear. 


"Yeah, yes, fuck," Dave finally replied, the words harsh and desperate. He scrambled one hand down between 
himself and the mattress, wrapping it around his cock and gripping the base tight, thumbing over the head. "I 
need you, Junior." 


Satisfied, David pulled back from Dave and grabbed his hips; Dave flattened himself against the bed with a 
groan, his hand still shoved underneath himself. David lifted his hips, then slid his hands down and squeezed 
Dave's ass, keeping his fingers digging in hard enough for Dave's pale skin to go even paler underneath, his 
untouched skin flared and pink. Quite a view--Dave moaning against the mattress with his hair a fiery mess 
around him, shoulders taut and quivering, his back dipped and ass firm and warm in David's hands. The view 
could be even better though--David leaned forward, driving himself in even deeper, making Dave shudder, and 
smoothed his hair away from his face once more. He wanted to see those flushed cheeks and that snarl, 


watch Dave's lips part wide as he came. 


Skin smacking against skin, Dave's low, gravely moans and David's panting and soft curses bloomed in the air. It 
felt so good, so overwhelming to be inside of Dave, to be pounding into him without thinking, nothing but 
instinct and the well-learned knowledge of what he liked to keep David going. He wanted Dave to scream his 
name, to come harder than ever beneath himself, to become a shaking, sweaty mess until David couldn't hold 


on any longer. 


But David needed to see it all happen. He pulled out fast, Dave whined loudly and David felt his body flare even 
hotter at that. He was already grabbing his legs to flip him over when Dave rolled over in an instant and 
yanked David down on top of him; David worked his arm between them as Dave devoured his lips, sinking right 
back in and making him moan, then Dave bit down on his bottom lip until he had to pull away from the pain 
But he wasn't into punishing Dave, ever, not for any of the shitty things he'd done and he wasn't about to 
start with his lip being bitten too hard. He kissed back, slower and softer, and Dave melted into him, his arms 
snaked around David's neck with his hands tangled in his hair. 


Dave was always more vocal on the bottom. He held onto David tightly and gritted out all sorts of pleas and 
words of encouragement, repeating "yeses" and David's name, some "Junior's" too, as he kept one leg hooked 
around David's hips. David couldn't last much longer, enveloped by Dave's heat and body and lost in the raw, 
fiery beauty that he was; his thrusts were getting more frazzled, his body chasing the high despite his mind 


wanting to slow down and savor everything as long as possible. 


Dave grabbed the side of David's neck and fisted his other hand around his own cock, precum weeping onto his 
stomach. "You're so fuckin' hot," he growled, eyes locked on David's in what looked like determination and 


desperation, thumb circling David's throat. "So fucking hot, Junior--keep fucking me, come on--" 


Dave came first, squeezing David's neck as the streaks of pearlescent white splattered over his already pearly 
white stomach and chest, his body heaving and writhing, David pressed them flat together, smearing the mess 
between them, so he could kiss Dave and swallow his curses, growls and moans that all swirled together into a 
loud, triumphant cloud in his ears. Dave became so slack, only kissing David back lazily and slowly, while David 
ravaged those plush, plump lips that were so warm and soft against his own. Dave gave another, gentler 
squeeze to his throat and David came, freezing and tensing above Dave, hissing against his jaw, Dave grumbled 
in approval and held him tight, running his hands up and down David's back, smoothing over his spine and 
shoulder blades. 


David tried to roll off him but Dave held onto him. He was always cuddly after sex but this was different--he 
was wrapped around David so tight it was almost suffocating, but what wasn't suffocating with Dave, really? 


David's heart melted when Dave said softly, "Don't leave me, Junior. Please. Never." 


It wasn't like he hadn't heard that before, though the other times usually involved yelling it in an angry 
demand and broken glass, not soft pleas and Dave's lips brushing over his skin David had never said much back 
to that, not willing to make promises he wasn't sure he could keep. But cuddled up together, sticky, sweaty, hot 
and the soreness and hickies left by James still lingering through and on his body, it felt right to give Dave 
some assurance. He managed to slip out of his hold and rolled onto his side, draping his arm over Dave's waist 
so they could keep touching. He just wanted to be able to see Dave's face as he finally gave a response, finally 


gave that declaration, because he really meant it. 


"| won't," David said, sliding his hand down Dave's waist to grope his butt just a little, just enough to ease up 
some of the seriousness, though he knew Dave was dead-serious, as was David, giggles or not. Dave's 
vulnerability didn't come often and this was a moment David hoped he'd remember forever, hopefully when 
things inevitably got rough again and he needed something pure and lovely to hold onto, to remind him that 


they really did belong together. “I'm not gonna leave you, Dave. | promise." 


Dave was silent for a moment, studying David's face, then he nodded. Seemingly quite satisfied after that, it 
almost looked like he was about to doze off still covered in his own cum and there still being daylight seeping 
through the blinds. David jostled his arm and kissed his cheek, then his lips: "Come on, up--we can't pass out in 
this mess." Dave groaned and rolled over, burying his face in his arms; David tugged on his hair. "Nope. Up. You 


want me to take care of you, right?" 


Dave nodded, red hair catching the light as he moved, and sat up. He looked beautiful when he got all soft and 
quiet, almost looking a little shy with how flushed his face was. He leaned against David as they got up and 
moved into the shower, David stepping in first and letting the cold water bring him back to full alertness, 
shivering through it, Dave waited until David reached out for him, his guitar and fist-fighting hand feeling 
rough in David's own. David was fully expecting--and willing--to wrap himself around Dave and caress him as 
he washed away the dried cum and sticky sweat, but Dave was quick to squeeze some soap into his hands and 
lather it all over David, starting at his shoulders. 


"| can't believe you put up with me," Dave grumbled, barely audible over the sound of the water. He rubbed in 


circles over David's collarbones to the back of his neck, fingertips massaging his nape. 


David stopped himself from rolling his eyes. Yes, Dave could be an asshole, but that never stopped David from 
loving him and loving him fiercely, even if he were sometimes quiet in that ferocity. "I don't put up with you. 
lm with you. That's how | want it" Dave kept quiet, continuing to massage down David's shoulders and then 
around to his chest, underneath his arms. "The second you slammed that door in my face, | knew | wanted to 


know you." 
Dave smirked a little. "No regrets?" 


"With you?" David replied, smirking back, resting his arms on Dave's shoulders as those talented hands 
smoothed down his stomach, making his dick twitch. He figured Dave would be good for another round--he 


always was. He leaned in and kissed Dave slow and deep, tracing his tongue over his silky bottom lip. "None." 


No, no regrets--not about knocking on Dave's door years before, not about their first, drunken stiff and 
awkward kiss that came shortly after. No regrets about all the bad stuff either, as much as it sometimes 
hurt David to think about; no regrets about whatever else would come at them. No regrets about being with 
James--David wanted to hold onto those memories with fondness and he was grateful that he knew Dave 
would let him. He'd definitely jerk off thinking back on them. But he'd never think about it while he was with 


Dave because, when it was the two of them, there really was nothing else to want. 


